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OODLE OUS fr fr fů r cx LEES 
INTRODUCTION. 


32 00. PIAYER. 


Beggar. FF poverty be a title to poetry, I am ſure 
1 nobody can diſpute mine. I own my! felt 
of the company of Beggars; ar-! I make one at their 
weekly feſtivals at St. Giles's. I have a ſmall yearly ; 
falary for my catches, and am welcome to a dinner 
there whenever I pleaſe, which is more than moit 
Poets can ſay. _ 
Player, As we live by the mule, is but gratitude 
in us to encourage poetical merit where: ever we find 
The Muſes, contrary to all other ladies, pay no 
diaindtion to dreſs, and never partially miſtake the 
perineis of embroidery for wit, nor the modetty of 
want for dulneſs. Be the author who be will, we 
pull his play as far it will go, So (though you arc 
in want) I with you acceſs "heartily, 
Beggar. This piece [ own was originally writ for 
the celebratiag the marriage of James Chanter and 
toll Lay, two moſt excellent ballid-fingers. -] have 


introduced the ſimiles that are in all y Cur cele brated 
N : the ſwallow, the moth, the bee, the ſhip, 


the flower, &. Beſides, I have a priſon-ſcene which 
the ladies always reckon charmipgly pathetic. As to 


the parts, [ nave obſerv'd ſuch a nice n ee 5 
Gur two ladies, that it is impoſſible for either of 3 


to take oſſence. I hope I may be tor given, that ! 


havs not made my Opera throu ehout unnatur ral, Tis: 
thole in vogue; J have no recitative: e: teeptin; 


4 2 this, 


— . —— 


INTRODUCTION, 


this, as I have conſented to have neither prologue noz 
epilogue, it mult be allow'd an Opera in all its forms. 
The piece indeed hath been heretofore freq zently re- 
Preſented by ourſelves in our great room at St. Giles's, 
fo that I cannot roo often eee your charity 
zn bringing it now op the ſtage. 
Player. But I ſee it is time for us to -withdraw 

the actors are preparing to begin, Play away the 

Overture, 


TExcunt. 
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SCENE ; Pracnv ar” 3 [7;u 


un /itting at a table avith a large boot off 
accounts befire biin. | 


I. An old woman ctoathed in gray, Cc. 


\ARDUGE all the empiuyments of life 


Each ee abuſes hes brother ; 


@ ,»- 


TVbzre and rigue hey all husband and bie: 


4 


Al pr,. n be-r:0u2 one another. 


The 77105 if eats tF2 La A hea fe. 


— J 0 222 "5 - # . 
The lawyer bs: bes "es the Hivine's 


{nd the Natoſmen, beeauſs be , great, 


* 2 = 
Thinks bit trade as 5:rejt as mine, 


- A 5 ; 8 „5 * „ 
A lawyer is an honeſt employment, ſolis mige. Like 
Je 4 * 3 f > . 
Me too he acts in a double capacity, both again. 
© 3 E 7 7 1 ' 7 Fl * 8 
3 and tor erg; for 'tis but fitting that we ſhoullf 
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Why, iz may plead her diy at work; 
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6 Tux BEGGAR's OPERA. 
Fileb. Tom Gagg, Sir, is found guilty. 
Peach. A lazy dog! when I took him the time be 


fore, I told him w hat he would come to it he did not 
mend his hand, This is death without reprieve, I 


nay venture to book him. [writes] For Tom Gage, 


forty pounds, Let Betty Sly know that [li tave her 
rom FAD more ation, for 1 can get more by her ſtay- 
ing in England. 

5 File. 5 ty hath brought more ds] into our 
lock to-year chan any ave of the gang; and in truth, 
tis a Pity to loſe fo good a cuſtomer, 

Peath, If none of the gang take her ock, ſho may, 
n the common courie of bulinels, live a tw la moni 
W i love to let women ſcape. A good fporti- 

a always lets the hen partridges * becauſe the 


reed of the game depends upon tact Beſides, here 
the 2 law allows us no reward ; 3 18 nothing to be 


17 


# the death of wo omen exe ept our wives. 


to her 1 was oblig'd for my education, and (to fay a 
bold word) ide hath train d up more young tellows tc 
amin, 99's, 
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Peach. Tru, 2 5 Obſer Ation is right. 
We und the ſurgeons are m b u to won. 
„eee 18 DS £4 I'S more echo! I WOIIIl(en 


than all the profeſſions belides. 


AIR H. The bonny gray- ey | nfo! n, Sc. 
; avoman that ſeduces ali fas / 20, 
y Per ave firfi yy taught the d bein ar 


ler det ehe can cheat ; when moſi- je s kind, 
Se 2 us of our money ts 50 our hearts. 


4 bn} 
- 


+ her, tte uber by night we loam for prey, 
Aud preciiſe ev ry fra oud to bribe her charms ; 
Fer ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 
And beau ” rnſs be fee'd into gur arms, 
_ Peach. But make haſte LO New Tate, boy, and le 
my friends know whar | intend; for { love £9 male 
mem eaſy one way or other, 
| | Filth, 


Without diſpute, fac is a Ine woman! twas 
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Filch. When 2 Gentleman is ong kept in {liptre; 
penitence may break his ſpirit ever atier, Beſides 
a weg gives A man a good air upon his trial, ar. 


vakes him riſque another without fear 9. run! 
1 


But I' away, tor tis a pleature to bs amet, 
-omtort to friends in affliction. 


SCENE III. 


| PrEACHUmM: 
; þ 5 
But lis now high ume! to look about me for à de 
cent execution again! t next ſellions. I hate a Ay 
rogue, by whom one can get nothing till he is han 


Aregiſter of the Lang [ reading) Crook- -tinger'd Jack 


A Je: randahaltinthelſervice: Let me tee how. m.: 
the Stock owes to his induſtry; one, two; three, BY ur 
ave gold watches, and ſeven fitver ones. A mig: 
Sleun banded teliow | lixteen inutt-boxes, five of "them 
}f true gold. Six dozen of hai ndkerchiefs, four {11 
ver-bilted f decent half a dozen or Jhitts, three tye-pe 


riwigs, and a piece of broad cloth. Coniidering theie 


ire only the fruits of his letiuce hours, don't KNOW Fl 
prettier fellow, for no man alive hath a mene engag ng 
preſence of m ind UPON the road, Wat Dreary, 2 
Brown WIII l, an irregular 10g, Who had an under 
hand way of diſp ofing his goods. UU try him oniy 
for x ſeſſions or «oy longer upon his good behaviour, 
Maris Paddington, a poor petty-Iu- ny raical, with 
dur the leaſt genius; that fellow, though he were to 
ive theſe fix mon ths, will never come to the Falten 
with any credit, Slippery Sam; he goes off the next 
ſeſtons, for the villain hath the ipudencs to have 
views of following his trade as a taylor, which he 
:alls an honeſt employment, Mar of the Mint; Iſted 


not above a month ago, a promitine ſturdy fellow, 
and diligent in his way; ſomewhat too bold and haſ- 


ty, and may raile good contributions on the public, 
it be does not cut himſelf ſhort by murder, Tom 
Ttpple, 4 gu? Kling loaking {ot, who is always too 
drunk to ſtand himſelf, or "to make others ſtand. 4. 

Care 


8 TE BEGGARS OPERA. 
cart is abſolu tely nec Mir ry. for him. Robin of Bas- 
thor, aliis Gorgzon, alias Bluff Bob, alias Carbun- 
cle, alias Bob Booty. | | 


S EN IV. 


Pcacurv, Mrs Penn | 
Mrs Peach. What of Bob 1 huſband? 1 
hope nothing bad bath” betided him. You know, my 
dear, he's a favourite cuſtomer of mine. Twas be 
made me a preſent of this ring. ge. 
Pench I have ſet his name down 1 in the black liſt, 
that's all, my dear; he ſpends his life among women, 
and as ſoon as his money is gone, one or other of the 
ladies will hang him for the reward, and there's for- 
"ty pour. 1 to us Wr⸗e vet: N 
Mrs Peach. 3 know; my dear, I never wmeddle 
in ee . eath; 1 always leave tho alk iis to 
you. Women indeed are bitter bad judhes in theſe 
Cates, ior they are ſo partial to the brave that they 
think every man indſome who is goin 3 ty the camp 
er tie gallowes 3. 


CI 


AIK III. Cold ard raw, ce. 
1 Ny 

ti Ty WEL Z EE THUS F 57412 ea, 
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Liiiet and reſes will quiztiy ape. 
1 ber ats legt argnadlront 80 ah. 

B. 155 ito tie 271 ear fo fit but u cord, 
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711 70 20 in bir cart 5.4 1h tho air d ard, 


P 1 
4 24 * pr a 0 ; 
ad; CI» There dis an Ali! 


Bud rev, huſband, you ſhould not be too hard- 
hearted, for vou never bad a ſiner, braver et of men 
than at preſent. Ve live not had a murder among 

them ali, theſe ſeven 5 And truly, my dear, 

that is a great bletung 


Peach. WY hat a dicken 1s the wowan always 11 
whimp ring about murder for? no gentleman is ever 
20k 4 upon the worſe for kill ing a man in Ba OWn 


FER 


ce; \ 
118 CL 7 


5 


hey are very devils to their wives, 


Tur BEGGAR's OPERA. 5 


lefence; and if buſineſs cannot be carried on without 
it, what would you have a gentleman do? 

Mrs Peaeh. It 1 am in the w vrong, my dear, YOU 
muſt excuſe me; for nobody-cen help the frailty of 
an over-ſcrupulous e Of 

Peach, Murder is as faſhionable a ST as a man 
can be guilty of, How many 2 en have 
we in Newgate every year purely upon th: at article! 
t they have wherewithal to perſuade the jury co bring 


t in man- laughter, what are they the ware tor it? 
lo, my dear, have done upon this bai. ws As Cap: 


Tail Macheath! here this morning, for the bank - notes 
he left with vou laſt week? | 
Mrs Peach. Yes, my dear, and though, the bank 
th opt payment, he was ſo chearful and ſo age 
2 ! fure there is not a finer gentletan upon the 
road than the captein! if he comes from Bag! hot at 
any reaſonable hour, he hath promis'd to make one 
this ee with Polly and me, and Hob Booty, at a 
b arty of quadrille. Pray, my dear, is the captain rich? 
Peach. The captain keeps too good company ever 
£9 grow rich. Mary bone and the cho: olate- bouſes 


are his EONS; The mar that propoſes to get mo- 


ney by play thould have the education of 2 fie gen- 
Cowan, and be train'd up to it from his youth. 

Mrs Peach. Really, I am 21. upon Po! 19'S Ace: 
20unt the c captain hath not more diſcretion, Whar du - 
Unels hath he to keep corapany with lords and gentle- 
men ? he ſthouid leave them to prey one upon another. 

Peach. Upon P oy” s account! what a plague doe, 
the vigeman mean? en Polly's account! 

Mrs Peach. Captain! Macheath is very fond oft 
girl. 

Peach: And what then? 


N 7 N 5 J 2 
Rlrs FPeagr, TE 1 have any Kl! | 10 the ways of wr Pa 


men, 1 am ſure Polly ihinks him a very pretty man; 


Perch, And what then? you would not be % mad 
o have the wench marry him | gameſters ant high- 


waymen are generally very good to their whores, bet 
4 . 5 | 


Nu 


1 


10 Tus BEGGAR's OPER A. 
Mrs Peach. But if Polly ſhould be in love, how. 
thould we help her, or how can ſhe help herſelt? 


poor girl, I am in the utmoſt concern about her. 


AIR V. Why i is your faithſul Nave dicarn'd? & 0 
love the vitgin's heart invade, 
How, like a mth, the imple maid 
0 Still plays avout the ' Shame ! 
han ſhe be net made a wife, 
Her hoansur's fien'd, and then for life, 


She's ——-what 1 dare not name, 


Peach. Look ye, wife. A handſome wench in out 
way of buſineſs is as profitable as at the bar of a Tem- 
ple coffee-houſe, who looks upon it as her livelihood 
to grant every liberty but one. You ſee [| would in- 


dlulge the girl as far as prudently we can, In any 
thing, but marriage! aſter that, my dear, how ihail 


we be fate? are we not then in her huſband” s power? 
for a husband hath the abſolute power over all a wite's 


ſecrets but her own. If the girl had the diſcretion ot 
a court lady, who can have a dozen of young tellows 


at her ear, without complying with one, I ſhould not 
matter it; but Polly is tinder, and a ſpark will at 


once ſet her on a flame. Married! if the wench doc? 


not know her own profit, ſure ihe knows her own 
pleaſure better than to make herſelf a property ! my 
daughter to me ſliould be, like a court lady to a mi- 
niler of ſtate, A key. to the whole gang, Mai rie! 
it the affair is not alre ady done, I'll terrify her iron 


it, by the cxample of our neighbours, 


Mrs Peach, May-hap, my dear, you may injure | 


the gicl. She loves to imitate the fine ladies, and 


ſhe may only allow the cap Fain liberties in Lite view 
of interett.,. | | 
Peach, Rat tis your Sto, my WER to warn the 
any againſt her ruin, and to inftru&t her how to make 
to moſt of her beauty, III go to her this moment, 
and ii her. In the 3 Ane; wife, rip out the co- 
ronets and mik of-thek d "VZEN ot cambric bande 
| chiefs, 


Tur BEGGAR's OPERA: 17 
cniefs, for I can diſpoſe of them this afternoon to-# 
CAD in the city, 


SCENE V. 


Mrs Peacuvn, 

Never ni a man more out .of the way in an a argu- 
ment than my husband! why muſt our Polly, for- 
jooth, differ from her ſex, and love only her hus- 
band? and why muſt Polly's marriage, contrary to 
all obſervation, make her the leſs followed by other 
men? all men are thieves in love, and like a Wo- 
man the better for being another s proper fs | 


AIR V. Of all the ſimple things we do, Ee. 
A maid is like the golden car, | 
Which hath guineas intrinjical in't 
. hoſe averth is never known, before 
Ut is try'd and impreſt inthe mint, 
Anvite's like a guinea in gold. 
Stat with the name of her ſpouſe ; ; 
| Now here, now there; is bought, er is ſold; 
Aud is current in every houſe, 


SCENE V. 

Mrs PrAchuu, Filcn. | 
Mrs Peach,. Come hither, Filch, I am as fond of 
tis child, 2s though my mind miſgave me he were, 
my own, He hath as fine a hand at picking a pocket 
dona woman, and is as-nimble-finger'd as a juggler. 
an unlucky ſeſſion does not cut the rope of thy life, 
pronounce, boy, thou wilt be a great man in hiſto- 

Iv. M here was your polt laſt night, my boy? 
Filch, I ply'd at the Opera, madam; and conſi- 
dcring was neither dark nor rainy, ſo that chere 
was no great hurry in getting. chairs and coaches, 
made a tolerable hand on't. Theſe ſeven handker- 
chiefs, madam, 


Mrs Peach, Coloui d ones, I: ſee, They are of 
Rs” 


— 


Taz BEGGARs OPERA. 


ſure ſale from our ware-houſe at Redrift among 
ſe amen. 

Filch. And this ſnuff- box. 

Mrs Peach, Set in gold! a pretty en COUragemen: 
us to a young beginner. 

Fil:h. I had a fair tag at a charming gold watch. 
poi take the taylors for n the foos, lo deep and 
narrow ! it ſtuck by the way, and T was forc'd to 
make my eſcape under a coach. Really, madam, I 
fear I thall be cut off in the flower of my youth, e 
that every now and then (ſince I was pumpt) 1 have 

thoughcs of taki; ng up Ng going to'lea. 

Mrs Peach. You ſho Duld go to Hockiy in the Hole, 
aud to Marybone, child, to learn valour. Theſe 
are the ſchools that have bred fo many brave men, 
1 thought, boy, by this time thou hadit loſt all fear 
as well as ſhame, Poor lad! how little does he know 
as Ye! of the Old-B ally ! ſor the firſt fact I'll fure 
thee 1 om being hang'd; and going to fe, Filch, will 


EY 
* * 5 


che 


91 


come time en. ouch upon à ſentence of tran! portation. 
But now, ſince vou have no thing better to do, ev'n 


go to our book, and learn your catechiſm; for 1 
A man makes but an ill figure in the Ordinary“ paper, 
ho cannot give a latisfactory anſwer to his queſt ONS. 
But, hark you, my lad. Dor'r tell me- a lie; for 
vou know I hate a lyar. Do you know any thing 
that hath palt berween captain Macheath and our 
Polly ? | 1 

Files. I beg you, madam, don't aft me; for 1 

muſt either tell a lie to you or to Miſs Polly; for 1 
promis'd her I would not tell. 

Mrs Peaci, But when the honour of our ſamily 
is concern'd. — — 

Filch I ſhall lead a ſad life with Miſs Polly, if e- 
ver ſhe come to know that I told you. Beſides, I 
would not willingly forfeit my own honour by betray- 
ing any body 
Mrs Peach Yonder comes my chad and Polly, 
Come, Filch, you ſhall go with me into my own 
room, and tell me the whole Rory, I' give thee a 

TOO. mY ola: 


ally 


Tax BEGGAR's OPERA, 13 
glaſs of a moſt delicious cordial that I keep for my 


-own drinking. o 
: SCENE VII. 
PAcHUun, PoLLy. 


Polly. I know as well as any of the fine ladies how 
to make the moſt of myſelf and of my man too. A Wo- 


man knows how to be niercenary, though ſhe hath 
never been in a court or at an aſſembly. We have 


it in our natures, Papa. If I allow captain Mac- 
heath ſome trifling liberties, I have this watch and 


other viſible marks of his favour to ſhow for it. 


A girl who cannot grant ſome things, and refuſe 
what is moſt material, will make but a poor hand ef 
Her beauty, and ſoon be thrown upon the common, 


AIR VI, What ſhall I do to ſhow how much T 


love her, &c. 
Virgins are like the fair flower in its luſtre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground; 
Near it the bees in play flutter and cluſter, 
And gaudy butter flies frolic around, 


But, when once pluck'd, "tis no more alluring, 4 


To Covent-Garden tis ſent, ( as yet ſweet, } 
T here fades. and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring, 
Rots, links, and dies, and is trede under feet. 
Peach. You know, Polly, I am not againſt your 
toying and trifling with a cuſtomer in the way of bu- 
ſineſs, or to get out a ſecret, or ſo. But if I find out 


that yon have play'd the fool and are married, you 


jade you, T'll cut your throat, huſſy. Now you 
now my mind. FVV 


SCENE VHL- 

_ Peacnvn, PorLy, Mrs Pracnun. 
AIR VII. Oh Londen is a fine town. 
Mu rs Peachum, in a very great paſſion, 

Dur Polly is a fad flut ! ner heeds what we have taught 
I uonder any man alive will ever rear a daugbter!] (ler. 


B | Fer 


* 
| 
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14 TRE BEGGCGAR' OPERA. 
: For ſhe muſt have both hoods and gowns, and hoops ts 


ſwell her pride, 


With ſcarfs and ſtays, and gloves and lace; and 12 
| will have men befide; 


And when ſhe's dreſt with care and ceft, all tempting, 


fine and gay, 


As men ſhould ſerve a cucumber, ſhe flings herſelf away. 
Our Polly is a ſad ut, &. 


You baggage! you huffy! you inconſiderate jade! 
had you been hang'd, it would not have vexed me, 
for that might have been your misfortune; but to 
do ſuch a mad thing by choice! e The wench i is mar- 
ried, husband. 


Peach. Married! the captain is a bold man, and 


will riſk any thing tor money; to be ſure he believes 
her a fortune Do you think your mother and 1 


ſhould have liv d comfortably ſo long together, if e- 
ver we had been married? baggage! 
Mrs Peach I knew ſhe was always a proud Qut : 


and now the wench hath play'd the fool and married, | 
becauſe forſooth ihe would do like the gentry, Can 
you ſupport the expence of a husband, huſly, in gam- 
ing, drinking, and whoring ? have you money enough 
to carry on the daily quarrels of man and wife a- 
bout who ſhall ſquander moſt ? there are not many 


husbands and wives. who can bear the charges of 


plaguing one another in a handſome way If you 


mult be married, could you introduce no- body into 
our family but a highwayman ? why, thou fooliſh 

jade, thou wilt be as ill uſed, and as much neglected, 
as if thou hadſt married a lord! 


Peach, Let not your anger, my dear. break thro! 
| the rules of decency, for the captain looks upon him- 


ſelf in the military capacity, as.a-gentleman by his 


profeſſion. Befides what he hath already, I know he 
is in 2 fair way of getting, or of dying; and both 
theſe ways, let me tell you, are moſt excellent chances 
fot a wife. Tell me, huſſy, are you ruined or no? 
Mrs Peach. With Polly" 8 fortune, ſhe might wy 
wel | 


* þ 
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8 Lebe hers 
Polly. Oh! (Screaming. 
Mrs " Bowe How the' mother is to be pitied who 

Hath handſome daughters! locks, bolts, bars, and 
lectures of morality are nothing to them: they break 
through them all. They have as much pleaſure in 
cheating a father and mother, as in cheating at cards. 

Peach Why, Polly, I ſhall ſoon know 1t you are 

married, by enen 8 keeping from our houſe. 


AIR vIII. Grim king of the ghoſts, Oc. 
Polly. Can love be controul d by advice? 
Will Cupid our mothers obey ? 
Though my heart were as frozen as ice, 
At his flame 'twould have melted away. 


When he kiſi'd me, 2 cloſely he preſt, 
'Twas ſo ſaeet that I muſt have comply d: 
So I thought it both ſafeſt and beſt 
To marry, for fear you Should chide. 


Mrs Peach, Then all the hopes of our family are 
gone for ever and ever ! 
Peach. And Macheath may hang his father and 
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well have gone off to a perſon of diſtinction: Yen, 
that you might, you pouting flat |! | 

Peach. What, is the wench dumb? ſpeak, or I'll © 
make you plead by ſqueezing out an anſwer from you. 


Are you really bound wife to him, or are you only 
upon liking ? 


mother · in law, in hope to get into their daughter” 8 -- 


fortune. 


Polly. I did not marry him ( tis the faſhion) 
cooly and deliberately for honour or OT; But, 
I love him | 
Mrs Peach. Love him! worſe and worſe ! [ thought 
the girl had been better bred, Oh husband, hus - 

band ! her folly makes me mad! my head ſwims! 
I'm diſtracted ! I can't ſupport myſelf oh! [ Faints. 
Peach, See, wench, to What 2 condition you have 
reduc'd 
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reduc'd your poor mother! a glaſs of cordial, this 
inſtant, How the poor woman takes it to heart ! 

[ Polly goes out, and returns with it. 
Ab, huſly, now this is the only comfort Four mo- 
I ther has left! 
| Polly. Give her another olaſs, fir; my mama 
0 drinks double the quantity whenever ſhe i is out of or- 
i der. This, you ſee, fetches her, 
Mrs Peach. The girl ſhows ſuch a i and 


ſo much concern, that I could almoſt find! in my heart 
to for give her. 
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AIRIX. O Jenny, O * where haſt thou been. 
| © Polly, you might have toy'd and kiſt, 
By keeping men off, you keep them on. 
Na But he ſo teaz'd me, 
And he ſo plear'd me, 
What I did, you muſt have done. 


1 Mrs Peach. Not with a bighwayman. fo forry 
ut, ; 
Peach. A word with you, wife. Tis no new 
_ thing for a wench to take a man without conſent of 
38 Jou know it is the frailty of women, my 
dear. 
Mrs Peach. Ves, indeed, the ſex is frail, But the 
firſt time a woman is frail, ſhe ſhould be ſomewhat 
nice methinks, for then or never is the time to make 
| Her fortune: After that, ſhe hath nothing to do but 
to guard herſelf from ng found out, and the may 
do what ſhe pleaſes. | 
Peach. Make yourſelf a little eaſy ; 1 have a 
. thought ſhall ſoon ſet all matters again to rights, 
Why ſo melancholy, Polly? ſince what is done 
cannot be undone, we mult all endeayour to make D 
the beſt of it. 5 
Mrs Peach. Well, Polly; ; as far as one woman can 
forgive another, I forgive thee. Tour father 1 is too 
fond of you, huſſy. = 


Polly. Then all my ſorrows are at an end. 


i 2k IO 
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Mrs Peach. A mighty likely ſpeech in troth, for a 
wench who is juſt married! 


ATR K. hn 4 eannot, & c. 
Ts I. like a ſhip in florms, was toſt; 
Yet afraid to put into land ; 

For ſeiz'd in the port the veſſel's 22 
Whoſe treaſure is contraband. 

The waves are laid, 

My duty's paid. 
O joy beyond expreſſion ! 

| phy ſafe a-lhore, 
J aſk no more, 


"y all ir in my gas. 


Peach. TI hear cuſtomers in t'other room; go, talk 
with em, Polly; but come to us again, as ſoon as 


they are gone.—But, hark ye, child, if 'tis the gen- 
tleman who was here yeſterday about the repeating- 


watch; ſay, you believe we can't get intelligence of 
it till to morrow : For I lent it to Suky Stradle, to 


make a figure with it to-night at a tavern in Drury- 
lane. If tother gentleman calls for his ſilver-hilted 
ſword; you know beetle-brow'd Jemmy hath it on, 


and he doth not come from Tunbridge till Tueſday 


night; ſo that it cannot be had till chen. 


SCENE IX. 


a Mrs EG 
Peach. Dear wife, be a little pacified. Don't hes 
your paſhon run away with your ſenſes, Polly, i 
grant, you have done a raſh thing. 
Mrs Peach. If the had had only an intrigue wich 
the fellow, why the very beit families have excus'd 


and huddled up a frailty of that fort, * Tis marri- 
age, huſband, that makes it a blemith, 


Peach. But money, wife, is the true faller's earth ; 
ior reputations, there is not a ſpot nor a ſtain bur 
what it can take out. A rich rogue now-a-days is 

B * 51 
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fit company for any gentleman; and the world, 


my dear, hath not ſuch a contempt tor roguery as yo 
imagine. I tell you, wife, I can make this match 5 


turn to our advantage. 
Mrs Peach. I am very ſenſible, husband, that cap- 


tain Macheath is worth money, but I am in doubt 
whether he hath not two or three wives already, and 


then if he ſhould die in a ſeſſion or two, Polly's 


dower would come into diſpute 


Peach That, WOE, is a ous which ought to- 
be conſider d. | 


AIR XI. A Soldier and a Sailor. 
fox may ſteal your hens, fir, 
A whore your health and pence, fir, 
Tour daughter rob your cheſt. fir, 
Yeur wife may ſteal your reſt, ſer, 
A thief your goods and plate. 
But this is all but picking. 
IWith reft, pence cheſt, and chicken ; 
It ever was decreed, fir, 
1} lawyer's band is fee'd, fir, 
He fieals your whole eftate.. 


The lawyers are bitter enemies to thoſe in our way. 
They don't care that any body ſhould * a clandeſ- 8 
Ine livelihood but themſelves, 


SCEN E K. 


Mrs prachun, PrAchun, pol rv. 


Polly T was only nimming Ned. He brought 1 in 
a damaſk window-curtain, a hoop petticoat, a pair 
gef filver candleſticks, a periwig, and one ſilk ſtocking, 


from the fire that happened laſt night 


Peach. There is not a fellow that is cleverer in his 
way; and ſaves more goods out of the fire than Ned. 
But now, Polly, to your affair; ſor matters mult not 

be left as they are. You are married then, it ſeems. 


Petty. Les, {ir, 


P each. 


NT 
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Peach. And how do you propoſe to live, child? 

Polly. Like other women, fir, upon the induſtry of 
my huſband. 

Mrs Peach. What, is the wench turn'd a fool? a 
highwayman's wite, like a ſoldier's, hath as little 
of his pay as of his company. 

Peach. And had not you the common views of a2 
gentlewoman in your marriage, Polly? 
Polhy. I don't know what you mean, fir, 
| Peach Of a jointure, and of being a widow, 
Polly. But J love him, fir: how then could I have 
thoughts of parting with him ? 
Peach Parting with him! why, that is the whole 
ſcheme and intention of all marriage articles. The 
comfortable eſtate of widow- hood, is the only hope 
that keeps up a wife's ipirits. Where is the woman 
who would icruple to be a wife, if ſhe had it in her 
power to be a widow whenever ſhe pleas d? If you 
| have any views of this ſort. Polly, I ſhall think the Y 
match not ſo very unreaſonable, _ 
Pully. How | dread to hear your advice! yet l 
mult beg you to explain yourielf, 
Peach Secure what he hath got, have him peach'd 
the next ſeſſions, and then at. once you are made a 
rich widow. bw 

Polly) What, a the man I love the blood 
runs cold at my heart with the very thought of it. 

Peach. Fy, Polly! what hath murder to do in 
the affair? ſince the thing ſooner or later muſt hap- 
pen: I dare fay, the captain himſelf would like that 

we ſhould. get the reward for his death ſooner than 
a ſtranger. Why, Polly, the captain knows, that 
as 'tis his employment to rob, ſo 'tis ours to take rob- 
bers; every man in his alen, 80 that there Is no: 
malice i in the caſe, 3 
Mrs Peach. Ay, husband, now you have nick d 


the matter. To have him peach'd is the only thing 
could. ever make me forgive ber. 


AIR 


OST „ OO Is — 


Tus BEGGAR's OPERA. 


AIR XII. Now ponder well, ye parents dear, 
Polly. C ponder well! be not Ty 
So ſave a wretched wiſe ! 
Fer on ths rope that hangs my dear 
Depends poor Polly' s life. 


20 


Mrs Peach. But your duty to your parents, buſſy, 
obliges you to hang him, What would many a wife 
Zire for ſuch an opportunity! 

Polly. What is a jointure, what is a widow-hood 
to me? I ARON my heart, I cannot ſurvive him, 


Al R XIII. Le printemps rappelle aux armes. 
The turtle thus with plaintive crying, 
Her lover dying, 
The turtle thus with plaintive crying, 
Lamentis her dove. 
Down ſhe drops quite ſpent with | ighing, 


Pair' d in death, as of ana 'd in love. 


; Thus, fir, it will happen to your poor Polly. 
Mrs Peach, What, is the fool in love in earneſt 
then? I hate thee for being particular : why: wench, 
thou art a ſhame to thy very ſex. 
Polly. But hear me mother. If you ever lov'd— 
Mrs Peach. T hoſe curſed play-books ſhe reads have 
been her rum, One word more, huſſy, and I ſhall 
knock your brains out, if you have any, 
Peach, Keep out- of the way, Polly, for fear of 
miſchief, and conſider of what is propoſed to you. 
Mrs Peach. Away, kad, Hang your husband, 
and be dutiful. EDT 


SCENE XI. 


Mrs Pracuvn, Pzacuun. . 
© EN [ Polly A 

Mrs Peach: The thing, 1 922 and ſhall 
be done, For the ſake of intelligence we mult take 
other meaſures, and have him peach'd the next 2 
ion 
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ſion without her conſent, If ſhe will not know her 
duty, we know ours. 

Peach. But really, my Jear, it grieves one's hint 
to take off a great man. When I conſider his perſonal 
bravery, his fine ſtratagem, how much we have al- 
ready got by him, and how much more we may 
get; methinks I can't find in my heart to have a 
hand in his death, I with you could have made Pol- 
ly undertake it. 


Mrs Peach, But in caſe of neceflity — our own 
lives are in danger. 

Peach. Then, indeed, we mt comply with the cal 
toms ot the world, and make gratitude give way to 
intereſt.—He ſhall be taken off, 

Mrs Peach, I'll undertake to manage Polly. 

Peach, And I'll . matters oak the Old- Bally: 


SCENE XII. 


| err. TE 

Now I'm a wretch, indeed. Methinks I ſee him 
already in the cart, ſweeter 00 more lovely than the 
noſe- gay in his hand! I hear the crowd extolling his 
reſolution and intrepidity what vollies of ſighs are 
ſent from the windows of Holborn, that ſo comely a 
youth ſhould be brought to diſgrace !—— I ſee him at 
the tree ! the whole circle are in tears! - even but- 

chers weep !— Jack Ketch himſelf hefitates to perform 
his duty, and would be glad to loſe his fee, by a re- 
prieve. What then will become of Polly !—as yet I 
may inform him of their defign, and aid him in his 
eſcape. —It ſhall be ſo. But then he flies, abſents him 
ſelf, and I bar myſelf from his dear dear converſation! 
that too will diſtract me.—If he keep out of the way, 
my papa and mama may in time relent, and we 
may be happy. If he ſtays, he is hang'd, and then 
he is loſt for DP he intended to ly conceal'd in 


my room, till the duſk of the evening: if they are 
abroad, I'll this inſtant let him out, leſt ſome ac- 
eident ſhould prevent him. [Exit, and returns. 


SCENE 
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Pol Iv, Machrarn. 


AIR XIV Pretty parrot, ſay 
Mach, Pretty Polly, Jay, | 
When [ was away, 
Did your fancy never ſiray 
RS To ſome newer lover ? 
Polly. Without diſguiſe, 
Heaving /ighs, 
Doating eyes, 
My conſtant heart diſcover. 
5 Fondly let me loll! 
Mach. O pretty, pretty Poll. 


Polly. And are you as fond as ever, my dear? 
Mach. Suſpect my honour, my courage, ſuſpect 
any thing but my love. May my piſtols miſs fire, 
and my mare flip her ſhoulder while Lam purſu'd, 
If ever [ forſake thee ! | 3 ; 
Polly. Nay, my dear, I have no reaſon to doubt 
you, for I find in the romance you lent me, none ot 
the great heroes were ever falſe in love. 


AIR XV. Pray, fair one, be kind=——— 
Mach. M heart was ſo free, 
EY It rov'd like the bee, 
Till Polly my paſſion requited; 
J fipt each flower, _ 
I chang'd ev'ry hour, 
But here ev'ry flower is united. 


Polhy. Were you ſentenc'd to tranſportation, ſure, 
my dear, you could not leave me behind you 
could you? „ e er ON 
Mach. Is there any power, any force that could 
tear me from thee? you might ſooner tear a penſion 
but of the hands of a courtier, a fee from a lawyer, 
= pretty woman from a,looking-glaſs, or any VO 
. rom 
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from quadrille. 


But to tear me from thee is im- 


polible! -*. + 
N AIR XVI. Over the hills and far away. 
1 "Were [ laid on Greenland's coat, 
1 And in my arms embrac'd my laſs ; 


Warm amidſt eternal froſt, 
Too ſoon the half-years night would Ns 
Polly. Were I jold on Indian foil, _ 
Son as the burning day was clos & 
| could mack the ſultry toil. 
IWhen on my charmer's breaſt repos'd. 
Mack. And I would love you all the day, 
Polly. Every night would kiſs and play, 
Mach. V with me you'd fondly ftray 
Polly. Over the hills and far away. 


Polly. Yes, I would go with thee. But oh !—how 
hall ſpeak it? I muſt be torn from thee, We muſt 
„Part. 

Mach How ! part! | 

Poll) We mutt, we muſt, My papa and mama 

are ſet againſt thy life. They now, even now, are 
in ſearch after thee They are preparing evidence 
A aint thee, Thy life depends ow a moment. 


_ a, * 2 ; 2 LESS ; 
_ n i 


AIR XVII. Gin thou wert mine awn thing. _ 
O what pain it is to part 
Can I leave thee, can 1 leave thee ? 
; 0 what pain it is to part! 
Can thy Polly ever leave thee ? 
But leaſt death my love ſhould thwart, 
And bring thee to the fatal cart. 
Thus I tear thee from my bleeding heart ! 
Fly. hence. and let me leave thee, 


One kifs and then—one Ur be gone—tarewell, 

Hach My hand, my heart, my dear, is ſo rivet- 
ted to thine, that I cannot unlooſe my hold. TRE 
Polly. But my papa may intercept thee, Lad then 
L thould loſe che very . of Hope. A few 


weeks, 
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weeks, perhaps, may reconcile us all, Sball thy Pol- 
ly hear from thee? | 
Mach. Muſt I then go? 
Polly. And will not abſence change your love 3 
Mach. If you doubt it, let me ſtay - and be hang d. 


Polly. O how I fear! how I tremble !—go—but = 


when ſafety will give you leave, you will be ſure to 
| ſee me again ; for till then Polly is wretched. 


5 AIR XVIII. 0 the broom, G. 
Mach, The miſer thus a ſhilling ſees, ¶ Parting, and Took- 
ff.. oblig” d to pay, ing back at each o- 
With ſigbs reft Zu, it by degrees, ther with fondneſs; 
And Taue tis gone for aye. he, at one door, the 

at the othec. 

Polly. The boy, thus, when his ſparrow's flown, 

The bird in ſilence eyes: 
But ſeon as out ef jight tis gone, 


 Whines, whimpers, fobs and Cries. 
A © T II. 8 c EN E I. 
Tavern near Newgate. 


 Jemmy TWITCRHER, Crook-finger'd Jacx, War 
DRrEARY, RoBIN of BacsHoTt, NinminG NED, 
HENRY PA DIN GTO, MarTT of the MinT, BEN 
BuDGE, and the reſt of the gang, at the table, abi 


wine, brandy, and tobacco. 


Den. UT pr'ythee, Mact, what is become of thy 
- brother Tom? I have not ſcen him ſince 
my return from tranſportation. 
Matt. Poor brother Tom had an accident this 
time twelvemonth, and ſo clever a made fellow he 
Was, that I could not ſave him from thoſe fleaing 
raſcals the ſurgeons; and now poor man, he is a- 
mong the otamys at Surgeon's-Hall. 
Ben, So it ſeems, his time was come. 
Jen. But the pre ſent time is ours, and no body a- 
live 
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live hath more Why are the laws levell'd at us? 
are we more diſhonett than the reſt of mankind ? what 
we win, gentlemen, is our own by the law of arms, , 
and the right of conquett 


Crook. Where ſhall we find ſuch another ſet of 


Practical philoſophers, who to a man are above the 
fear of death. og 


at. Sound men, and 041 | PE 

Robin. Of try d courage, and indefatigable induſtryt | 
Ned. Whois there here that would not die tor his 
friend ? | 

Harry. Who is there here that would betray hing 


for his intereſt ? 


Matt. Show me a gang of courtiers that can ſay as 
much. 
Ben. We are for a juſt partition of the world, for | 


every man hath a right to enjoy life. 


Matt. We reed the ſuperfluities of mankind. | 


The world is avaritious, and I hate avarice. A co- 
vetous fellow, like a jack-daw, ſteals what he was 


never made to enjoy. for the ſake of hiding it. Theſe 


are the robbers of mankind, for money was made for 
the free hearted and generous, and where is the in- 


jury of caking from another, what he hath not the 
eart to make uſe of? 
em. Our ſeveral ſtations for the day are fixt. Good |; 
Tuck attend us all. 1 ill the glaſles. 


| Al R. XIX. Fill ev'ry glaſs, &e, 
Matt. Fill ev'ry glaſs, for wine inſpires ut. 
N Ard fires us 
IWVith courage, love ley 
omen and wine ſhould life employ, 
Is there ought elſe on earth defirout? 
Chorus Fill ev'ry glaſs, &c. 


To them enter MACHEATH 9 
Mach. Gentlemen, well met. My heart hath been 
| go 2 e 


——— -“ 


26 Tur BEGGAR's OP ERA. 


With you this hour; but an unexpected affair hath 
detained me. No ceremony, I beg you. 
Matt, We were juſt breaking up to go upon duty. 
Am I to have the honour of taking the air with you, 
fir, this evening upon the heath ? I drink a dram now 
and then with the ſtage coachmen in the way of 
-friendthip and intelligenoe; and J. know that about 
this time there will be. paſſengers upon the. weltern 
road, who are worth, fpeaking with 
Mach. I was to have been. of that. party—but— 
Matt. But what, ſir? 
Mach. Is there any man. wha ſuſpects my courage? 
Matt. We have all been witneſſes of it. 
Mach My honour and truth 40 the gang? 
Matt TÞ'll be antwerable for it, 
Mach. In the diviſion, of our booty, have I ever 
ſhown the leaſt marks of. avarice or injuſtice ? | 
"uhh Matt. By theſe-cueſtions ſomething ſeems to have 
"kf ruffled you. Are any of us ſuſpected 2 
f Mach. I have a fixt confidence, gentlemen, i in you 
all, as men of honour, and as ſuch I value and re- 


"Ti ſpect you. Peachum is a man that is uſeful to us. 
Matt. Is he about to play us any foul play? I'll 
9" ſhoot him through the head 

WH Mach. I beg you, gentlemen, act with conduct and 
| diſcretion: A piſtol is your laſt reſort. 


Ut! Matt. He knows nothing of this meeting. 

Mach. Buſineſs cannot go on without hin: He is 
| a man who knows the world, and is a neceſſary agent 
to us. We have had ſli ght difference, and till it is 
, accommodated [ ſhall be oblig'd. to keep out of his 
way. Any private diſpute of mine ſhall be of no ill 
1 conſequence to my. friends You muſt continue to act 
165 under his direction, for the moment we break Jooſe 
irom him, our Sang is ruin'd. VVA 
. Matt As a bawd to a whore, 1 grant you, he is 
cCWo us of great convenience | 
q | Mach, Make him believe I have quitted the gang, 
1 which L can never do but with life. At our private 
Auar ters 
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quarters [ will continue to meet a A week or ſo 
will probably reconcile us 
Matt Your inſtructions ſhall be obſerv'd. Tis | 
nov high time ſor us to repair to our ſeveral duties; 
ſo till the evening at our quarters in Moorfields we 
bid you farewell. 

Mach. 1 ſhall with myſelf with you. Succeſs at⸗ 
tend vou. [Sits down melancholy at the table. 


AIRXX. March in Ronaldo, with drums and trumpetr: 
Matt. Let us take the road. 
4 Hark! I hear the found of coaches-! 
The hour of attack approaches, _ 
To your arms, brave boys, and load. 
See the bull I Hold | 
Let the chymiſts toil like afjes, 
Gur fire their fire jurpaſſes, 
And turns ai our lead to geld. 


rie gang. rng in ah front of the ſtage, loud 
Fe piſtols, and ſtick them under their girdles ; 
then 8⁰ off ſinging the hel part i in chorus. 


S C E N E. III. 


enn e 1 

Mach. What a fool is a fond wench ! Polly i is of 

confoundedly bit. I love the ſex. And a man 
who loves money, might as well be contented with 
one guinea, as I with one woman, The town per- 
haps hath been as much obliged to me, for recruiting 
it with free-hearted ladies, as to any recruiting offi- 
cer in the army, It it were not for us and the other 
gentlemen of the ſword, Drury-lane would de unin- 
| habited. fe 

AIR XXI. Would you have a young virgin, &c. 

If the heart of a man is depreft with cares, 
| The miſt is diſpell d when a woman appears; 
Like the notes of a fidle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly 
Raiſes the ſpirits, and charms GUT cars. 


C 2 Roſes © 
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== Rojes and lilies her cheeks diſcloſe, 

| But her ripe lips are more ſweet than thofe. 
Preſs her, H 
Careſs her | | 5 
With tlifſes, 
Her kijes 

Difptve 15 in pleaſure, and 7 27 repoſe. 


I muſt have women. There is akin unbends the 
mind like them, money is not ſo ſtrong. a cordial for 
the time Drawer [Euter Drawer ] Is the per- 

ter gone tor all the ladies, :ccording to my directions? 

Draw I exꝑect him back every minute. But you 
know, Sir, you jent him as far as Hockley in the 
Hole, for three of the ladies, for one in Vinegar 
bl Tard, and for the reſt. of them ſomewhere about 
_ Lewkner' s Lane. Sure ſome of them are below, tor 
1 1 hear the bar bell. As they come | will ſhow chem | 
up. Coming, coming. 


"ff „ ein . 


1 Mrs ci Dolr v Fit Mrs. 
1 VIX EN, BETTY Doxy, Jenny Diver, Mrs 
jj | | SLAMMEKIN, SUKY Tawvsy, and MoLLy BRA. 
tex. 

1 Mach. Dear Mrs. Coaxer, you are 88 You 
| look charmingly to-day. I hope you don't want the 
x rrepairs of quality, and lay on paint. —Dolly Trull! 
 \, Kkiſs me you ſlut! are you as amorous as ever, huſſy? 
88 you are always ſo taken up with ſtealing hearts, that 
* you don't allow yourſelf time to ſteal any thing elſe. 
Wo —Ah Dolly, thou wilt ever be a coquette ! Mrs 
„ Vixen, I'm yours, I always lov'd a woman of wit and 

5 ſpirit; they make charming miſtreſſes, but plaguy | 
1 wives. Betty Doxy! Come hither, huſſy. Do 
you drink as hard as ever? You had better ſtick to 
good wholeſome beer; for in troth, Betty, ſtrong-wa- 
ters will in time ruin your conſtitution. You ſhould 
leave thoſe to 190 betters | What! 120 my pretty 


Jenn; 


Ah! thou art a dear artful hypocrite. 
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Jenny Diver too! as prim and demure as ever! there 
is not any prude, though, ever ſo high bred, hath a 
more ſanctify' d look, with a more miſchievous wh 
rs 
Slammekin! as careleſs and genteel as ever! All you 
fine ladies, who know your own beauty, affect an un- 
dreſs, But ſee, here's Suky Tawdry come to con- 
tradict what J was ſaying. Every thing ſhe gets one 
way ſhe lays out upon her back. Why, Suky, you 
mult keep at leaſt a dozen Tallymen. Molly Brazen ! 
[ She Lies him.] That's well done, I love a free- 
| hearted wench. Thou:haſt a melt agreeable aſſur- 
ance, girl, and art as willing as a turtle But 
hark! I hear mufic. The harper is at the door 
muſic be the food of love, play on. Ere you ſeat your- 
ſelves, ladies, what think you of a dance. Come in. 
[Enter Harper] Play the French tune, Far. Mrs Slam . 
mekin was ſo fond of. 
[A dance à la ronde in the French manner; near the 
end of it is this ſong and chorus. 
AIR XXII. Cotillon. 
Touth' s the ſeaſon made for Joys, 
Love ts then our duty, 
She alone who that employs, 
Vell deſerves her beauty. 
Let's be gay, 
pile we may, 
| Beauty's a flower, deſpis di in decay. 
Touth's the ſeaſon, &c. 
Let us drink and ſport to- day, 
Ours is not to-morrow. 
Love with youth flies ſwiſt away, 
Age is nought but ſorrow. 
Dance and jing, 
| Time's on the wing, 
| | Life never knows the return 1 ſpring. 
Chorus, Let us drink, &e. 


Mach. Maw: pray ladies, rake your places. Here 


Fellow, [Pays the Harper 1 Bid the drawer bring us 
C3 Ore; > 
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more wine. [Ex. Harper.]- If any of che ladies chufſe 
ginn, I hope they will be ſo free to call for it. "2 
-  Fenny. You look as if you meant me. Wine is 
ſtrong enough for me. Iydeed, fir, I never drink. 
| ſrong-waters, but when 1 have the cholic. 

Mach, Juſt the excuſe of the fine ladies! why, a 
lady of quality is never without the cholic. I hope, 
Mrs Coaxer, you have had good ſucceſs of late in 
your viſits among the mercers. 

Coax, We have ſo many interlopers—yet; with in- 
duſtry, one may ſtill have a little picking. I carried 
a filver flower'd lutèſtring, and a piece of black pa- 
deſoy to Mr Peachum's lock but laſt week, , 

Vis, There's Molly Brazen hath the ogle of @-. 
kattle-ſnake. She rivetted a linen drappers eye ſo 
faſt upon her, that he was nick'd of three Pieces of 
rambric before he could look: off. 

Braz. Oh dear madam ! — But ſure nothing can 
come up to your handling of laces! and then end 
have ſuch a ſweet deluding tongue! to cheat a man 


is nothing; bat the woman muſt have fine Parts in⸗ 
deed who cheats a woman! 

Vix. Lace, madam, lies in a ſmall compaſs, and 
1s of eaſy conveyance, But you are apt, madam, to 
think too well of your friends, 

Coax, If auy woman hath more art than another, 
to be ſure tis Jenny Diver. Though her fellow be 
never io agreeable, ſhe can pick his pocket as rooly, 
as if money were her only pleaſure. Now that is a 
_ command. of the paſhons uncommon in a woman! 
Jienm. I never go to the tavern with a man, but 
in the view of buſineſs. I have other hours, and o- 

ther ſort of men for my pleaſure. But had I your ad- 
"dreſs, madam —_ 

Mach Have done with your alla ladies; 3 
and drink about: You are not ſo fond of me, Jenny. 5 
as you uſe to be. 

Jenny. Tis not th. fir, to ſhow. my- fond. 
| neſs among ſo many rivals. Tis your own choice, 


and not the warmth. of wy inclination that will de- 
termine YOU... AJ1E: 
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AIR XXIII. All in a miſty morning, Sc. 
Beſere the larn door crowing, 
The cock. by hens attended, 
His eyes around him throwing, 
Stands fer a while ſuſpended. 
Then one he jingles from the crew, 
And cheers the happy hen; © 
With how de ye do, and how do ye ds, 
And how do ye do again. 

Nach, Ah Jenny ! thou art a dear ſlut. 

Trull, Pray, madam, were you ever in keeping? 

Tawd. I hope, madam, I han't been ſo long upon 
the town, but I have met with ſome good fortune, as 
well as my neighbours. 

Trull. Pardon me, madam, I meant no harm "TY 
the queſtion, twas only in the way of converſation, 
Taud. Indeed, madam, if I had not been a fool, 
I might have. lived very handſomely with my laſt 
friend: But upon his miſſing five guineas, he turn d 
me off, Now I never ſuſpected he had counted them 
Slam. Who do you look i madam, as your 
belt ſort of keepers ? 

Trull, That, madam, is thereafter as they be. 

Slam, I, madam, was once kept by a Jew; and. 
bating their religion, to women they are a good fort. 
of people. 
Tad. Now for my part, I own 1 ike an old fe!-- 
low: for we N make them pay for what they 
ean't do. 

Vix. A ſpruce prentice, let me tell you, ladies, is 
no ill thing, they bleed freely, I have ſent at leaſt 
two or three dozen of them 1 in my time to the plan- 
tations. 

Jen. But to he fads fir, with ſo much. good for- 
tune as: you have had upon the road, you muſt be 

grown immenſely rich. _ 
Mach. The road indeed hath done me juſtice, but 
the gaming-table hath beeu wy. ruin. 


alR 
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AIR XXIV. When once 1 lay with another man's 
wife, Oc. 
Jen. The gameſters and Jewgery are juggler: alike, 
1f they meddle, your all is in danger. 
| Like gyf/ies, if once they can finger a ſouſe, 
Hur pockets they pick, and they pilfer your houſe, 
Aud give your eſtate to a Aranger. 


A man of courage ſhould never put any thing to the 
riſque, but his life. Theſe are the tools of a man of 
honour, Cards and dice are only fit for cowardly 
cheats, who prey upon their friends, 
[ She takes up bis piſiol. Tawdry takes up the other. 
Tawd, This, Sir, is fitter for your hand. Befides 
your loſs of money, tis a loſs to the ladies. Gaming 
takes you off from women. How fond could I be of 
you ! but before company, tis. ill Lees. | 
Mach. Wanton huſlics! 
Jen. I muſt and will have a kiſs to give my wine 
a zeſt. 
(Tho take him * the neck, and make ne fn 
Peachum and conſtables, % * in upon 4 him. 


S CE E V. 


7 them, Peachun and Conftabler, p 
Peach. I ſeize you, Sir, as my priſoner, 
Mach, Was this well done, Jenny's f Women 
are decoy ducks : who can truſt them ! denn, jades, 
jilts. harpics, furies, whores! _ 
Peach. Your caſe, Mr Macheath, is not particu- 
lar. The greateſt heroes have been ruined by wo- 
men. But, to do them juſtice, I muſt own they are 

a pretty ſort of creatures if we could truſt them. 
You muſt now, fir, take your leave of the ladies, and 
if they have a mind to make you a viſit, they will be 
Care to find you at home. The genileman, ladies, 
lodges in Newgate. Conſtables, v wait upon the cap- 
tain. to Hes „ = 

Al R 
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AIR XXV. When firſt I laid ſiege to my Chloris, &c, 
Mach. 55 the tree 1 ſhall ſuſſer with pleaſurc, 
11 the tree 1 ſhall ſuffer with pleajure, 
* me go where. I will, 
In all kinds of ill, 
. T ſpall find no Juch furies as theſe are. b 
Peach Ladies, I'll take care the reckoning {hal 
be diſcharg'd, 


(Ex. Macheath, guarded ah Peachum and conſtablet. 
SCENE VI. 


| The women remain. 

Vis. Look ye, Mrs Jenny. tho' Mr Peachum may 
have made a private bargain. with you and Suky 
Laundry for betraying the captain, as we were all 
ailfting, \ we ought all to ſhare alike. 

Ca I think, Mr Peachum, after ſo long an ac- 
quaintance, might have truſted me as well as Jenny 
Diver. 

Slam. I am ſure at eaſt three men of his hanging, 
and in a year's time too, (if he did me aer ſhould 
be ſet down to my account. 

Full. Mrs Slammekin, that is not fair. For you 
know one of them was taken in bed with me. 

Jenny. As far as a bowl of punch or a treat, I be- 


nee Mrs Suky will join with me — As for any thing. 


elle, ladies, you cannot in conſcience expect it, 
Slam. Dear madam 
7rull | would not fer the world. 
Slam. Tis impoſſible for mne — 
Trull, As ] hope to be ſav'd, madam-- 
Slam. Nay, then I muſt lay here all 8 
Tru. Since YOu command me. 
6 Ex. with great ceremony. 


SCENE VII. Newgate. 


Locxir, Turn keys, MACHEATH, Conflables. 
Lock Noble captain, you are welcome. You have 
not been a lodger of mine this year and half. . ou 
UO 
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know the cuſtom, Sir. Garniſh, N garniſh: . 


Hand me down thoſe fetters there. | 
Mach. Tbeſe Mr Lockit, feera to be the heavieſt - 
of the whole ſett With your leave, I ſhould like the 
further pair better 
L:ck Look ye, captain, we know what is fitteſt - 
for our priſoners, When a gentleman uſes me with ci- 


vility, al ways do the beſt I can to pleaſe him, — Hand 


them down [ far, ——— Ne have them of all prices, 


from one guinea to ten, and 'tis fitting every gentle- | 
man ſhould pleaſe himſelf. 


Mach, I underſtand you, Sir. [ gives money.) The 


fees here are ſo very many and ſo exorbitant, hat 


few fortunes can bear the expence ot getting off hand- 
ſomely, or of dying like a gentleman. 
Lock. Thoſe, I ſee, will fit the captain better — 


Take down the further pair. Do bur examine them, 


Sir Never was better work, —+iow genteelly they 


are made ! —they will fit as eaſy as a glove, and the 
niceſt man in England might not be aſhamed to wear 


” them [ He puts on the chains. | If I had the belt gen- 


tleman in the land in my cuſtody, I could not equip 
him more handſomely, And fo, Sir——- now 
leave you to your private meditations- 


SCENE VIII. 


MacHraTtn. 


AIR XXVI. Courtiers, courtiers think it no Ram. 


Man may eſcape from rope and gun, 
Nay, ſeme have out- lib d the doftor's pill ; 
Who talet a wonmian muſt be undone, 
That baſſliſt is ſure to kill. 
The fly that jips treacle is laſt in the fweets, 
So he that taſtes woman, awoman, woman, 
He that roftes WIMAN, ruin Meets. 


To what a woful pli Sht have I brought myſelf ! here 
muſt I (all day long, 'till Jam hang'd) be confin'd to 
Bear the reproxche3 of a wench who lays her ruin at 

uv 
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my door Al am in the cuſtody of her father, and 
tobe ſure if he knows of the matter, I ſhall have a 
fine time on't betwixzt this and my EXECUTION. — But 
I promis'd the wench marriage. What ſignifies a 
promile to a woman? does not a man in marriage it- 
ſelt promiſe a hundred things*that he never means to 
pertorm? Doall we can, women will believe us; for 
they look upon a promiſe as an excuſe for following 
| their own inclinations —But here comes Lucy, and I 
cannot get from her- wou d were deaf! 


SCENE IX. 


Macut Arz. Lucy. 

Tas: Yon buſe man you, —how can you look me 
in the face.after what hath paſt between us ?—— See 
here, perfidious wretch, how I am forc'd to bear a- 
bout the load of infamy you have laid upon me- 
O Macheath ! thou haſt rob'd me of my quiet to 
: {ee thee tortur'd would give me Pleaſure. 


AIR XXVII. A lovely laſs to a friar came, Gc. 
Thus when a good houſe wife ſees a rat 
In her trap in the morning taken, 
With pleaſure her heart goes pit a pat, 
In revenge fer her loſs of bacon. 
Then ſhe throws him 
To the dog or cat, 
To be worried, eruſh' d and ſhaven. 


Mach. Ware you no bowels, no tenderneſs, my 
dear Lucy, to ſee 4 huſband in theſe circumltances ? ? 

Lucy, A huiband | 

Mach. In ev'ry reſpect but the form, and that, my | 
dear, may be ſaid over us at ary time. — Friends 
ſhould not inſiſt upon ceremonies. From a man of 
honour, his word is as good as his bond. 8 

Lucy. Tis the pleaſure of all you fine men to infult 
the women you have ruin'd. 


AIR 
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AIR XXVIII. ' Twas when the ſea was roaring, Ec. 
Hou cruel are the traitors, 
IWho he and ſwear'in jeſt, 
To cheat unguarded creatures 
| Of virtue fame and reſt ! 
Whoever ſteals a ſhilling, 
Through ſhame the puilt. conceals : 


In love the perjur'd villain 
With-boaſts the theft reveals. 


Mach The very firſt opportunity, my dear, (have 
but patience) you ſhall be my wife in whatever man- 
ner you pleaſe. _ 

Laer. Inſinuating monſter! and ſo you think I 
know nothing of the affair of Miſs Polly Peachum, — 
I could tear thy eyes out! 

Mach. Sure, Lucy. you can x be ſuch a fool as to 
be jealous of Polly! 
Lucy. Are you not married to her, you brute, you? 

Mach. Married! very good The wench gives it 
out only to vex thee, and to ruin me in thy good o- 
pinion. Tis true, I go to the houſe: I chat with 
the girl, I kits her, I ſay a thouſand things to her (as 
all gentleman do) that mean nothing. to divert my- | 
ſelf; and now the filly jade hath ſet it about that I 
am married to her, to let me know what the would 
be at. Indeed, my dear Lucy, theſe violent paſſions 
may be of ill e to a woman in your con- 

dition. | 
Lucy. Come, come, captain, for all your aſſur- 
ance, you know that Miis Polly hath put it out of 
your power to do me the jultice you promis d me. 
Mach. A jealous woman believes ev'ry thing her 
Paſſion ſuggeſts To convince you of my fincerity, 
if we can find the Ordinary, I ſhall have no ſcruples 
of making you my wife; and I know the eren 

of having two at a time | 


Lucy That you are only to be hang'd, and ſo get 
rid of them both. 


Mach. I am cy, my dear LACY» to give you 
ſatisfac- 
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_ KatisfaQion—if you think there is any in marriage.— 
What can a man of honour ſay more? 
Lucy. So then it ſeems, you are not married to 
Mis Polly. 

Mach. You know, Lucy, the girl is prodigiouſly 
conceited. No man can fay a civil thing to her, but 
(like the other fine ladies) her vanity makes her think 
hes her own for ever and ever. 


AIR XXIX. The ſun has joo d his weary teams, o. 
The firſt time at the looking glaſs 
The mother ſets her daughter, 
e image ſtrikes the ſmiling laſs. 
| With felf- love ever after. 
4 Pack time ſhe looks, ſhe. fonder grown, 
Thinks ev'ry charm grows ſironger : 
- . But alas! vain maid, all eyes but your own: 
Can ſee you are not wg 


| When women conſider thele own beauties, they are 
all alike unreaſonable in their demands; tor they ex- 
pect their lovers ſhould like them as long as they like 
themſelves 

Lucy. Yonder is my ſather—perhaps this way ve 
may light upon the Ordinary,” who ſhall ery * 7 
will be as good as your word: For 1 193. 0 
made an 2 honeſt woman. = 


SCENE x 


aro; Locx 17 ith an N 
L5ct; In this lan 1, brother Peachum, we are 
_ igreed, You have coulented to go halves in Macheath. 
| Bez We shell never fall out about an execution. 

— But as to chat neee Pray. how ſtands our laſt 5 
Year's 1ccount ! ? | 
Lock. [f you will run your eye over it, you” vis 
And 'tis fair and clearly ſtated. 
| Peach. This long arrear of the government is very 
nard upon us ! can it be expe ded that we ſhould hang 
ÞD | our 


, 
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our acquaintance for nothing, when our betters will 
hardly ſave theirs without being paid for it. Unleſs 
0 the people in employment pay better, I promiſe them 
N for the future, I ſhall let other rogues live beſides 
their own. | , . 
_ Lack, Perhaps, brother, they are afraid theſe mat - 
ters may be carried too far. We are treated too by chem 
| with contempt, as if our profeſſion were not reputable, 
E- Peach In one reſpect indeed, our employment may 
be reckon'd diſhoneſt, becauſe, like great ſtateſmen. 
we encourage thoſe who betray their friends. 
Lock, Such language, brother, auy where elle, 
might turn to your prejudice, Learn to be more 
. % ? 88 | 


AIR XXX. How happy are we, Cc. 
hen you cenſure the age, ” 
Bie cautious and jage, 
| Left the courtier s effended ſhould be: 
| If you mention vice or bribe, 
T1, /o pat to all the tribe; 
Each cries —— that was levell d at me. 


each. Here's poor Ned Clincher's name, I ſee, 
Sur © \rother Lockit, there was a-little unfair pro- 

| ccedipg i. Ned's caſe: for he told me in the condeinn- 

: ed hold, th. for value receiv'd, you had promis d 
him a ſeſſion o. two longer without moleſtation. 

Looc Mr Peaca m. this is the firſt time my ho- 
nour was ever call'd a queſtion. : | 

Peach. Buſineſs is at a. end —if once we at as. - 

mnmmmOl' ue 
Lock. Who accuſes me? 

25 You are warm, brother. 15 
Lock He that attacks my honour, attecks m viive. 
 Iyhood —And this nth Fe not 4 ol odd | 

Peach Since you provoke me to ſpeak—l noiſt tell 

you too, that Mrs Coaxer charges you with defraud- 
ing her of her information money, for the appre- 
heading of curl-pated Hugh, Indeed, indeed, bro- 
e | | : ther, 
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ther, we muſt punctually pay our ſpies, or we ſhall 
have no information 

Lock Is this language to me, ſfirrah—who have ſav'd 
you from the gallows.-firrah ! | Co//aring each other. 
Peach, If I am hang'd, it ſhall be for ridding the 
world of an arrant raical. 
Lock. This hand ſhall do the office of the halter 
you deſerve,” and throttle you—you dog! 

Peach. Brother, brother, we are both in the wrong 
ve ſhall be both loſers in the difpute—for you know 
we have it in our power to hang cach. other. You 
ſhould not be ſo paſſtonate. | 
Lock Nor you ſo provoking. WL 
Peach. Tis our mutual intereſt ; 'tis for the inte- 
reſt of the world we ſhould agree. If 1 laid any thing, 
brother, to the prejudice. of your character, I atk 
pardon, _ 
Lock. Brother Peachum—l can forgive as well as 
reſent, —— Give me your hand. Suſpicion does not 
become a friend. - | 
Peach. I only meant to give you occaſion to juſtify 
yourſelf: but I muſt now ſtep home, for I expect the 
gentleman about this ſnuff- box, that Filch nimm'd 


two nights ago in the * 1 appointed him at * i 
hour. 


SCENE A1. 


ect Lver, 

Lick; Whence come you, huſſy? 95 
Lucy. My tears might anſwer-that queſtion. 
Lock. You have then been whimpering and fondling 
like a ſpaniel, over the fellow that hath abus'd you. 
Lucy. One can't help love; one can't cure it. Tis 
not in my power to obey you, and hate him. 
Lock. Learn to bear your huſband's death like a 
| reaſonable woman. *Tis not the faſhion, now-a By 
fo much as to affect ſorrow upon theſe occaſions. No 
woman would ever marry, if ſhe had not the chance 
of mortality for her releaſe, Act like a woman of 

D 2 ſpirit, 
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ſpirit, huſſy, and thank your father for what he 1 is. 
doing. 


AIR XXXI. Of a noble race was Shenkin. 
Lucy. I then his fate decreed, ſin? 
Such a man can 1 think ef quitting < 4 
When firſt vie met, ſo moves me yet, 
0 fee how my heart is n 


Lock. Look ye, Lucy,—there i is no ſaving hi 
So, I think, you muſt ev'n do like other widows —buy 
yourfelt weeds, and be cheerful. | | 


ATR XXX. 
"You'll think eber many days enſue 
This ſentence not fevere; . 
I hang your busland, child, "tis true, 
But with him hang your care, 
 Twwang- * $a dillo dee. 


Like a good wife, go moan over your Sing husband. 
That, child, is your duty. — Conſider, girl, you can't 
have the man and the money too ſo make yourſelf 
as ng as you can, by gerung all you can from him. 


SCENE XII. 


Lucy, Macnzaru. 
Pucy. Though the Ordinary was out of the way to- 
day, I hope, my dear, you will, upon the firſt op- 
portunity. quiet my ſeruples— Ob ſir!— my father's 
hard heart is not to be ſolten d, and [ am in the ut- 
moſt deſpair 
Mach. But if I ect raiſe a ſmall 8 
not twenty guineas, think you. move him ?—of all 
the arguments in the way of buſineſs, the perquiſite 
is the moſt prevailing. —Y ur father's perquifites _ 
for the eſcape ot priſoners muſt amount to a coulider- 
able ſum in tle year, Money well tig d, and 
properly apph; d, will do any ching. 


0 AIR 
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AIR XXXIII. London Ladies. 
If you at an office ſolicit your due, 
And would not have matters neglefted; _ 
Tou muſt quicken the clerk with the ber gui ite too; 
To do what his duty directed. 
Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent, 
She too has this palpable failing, 
The perquiſite ſoftens her into conſent ; 
That reaſon with all is prevailing. | 
Lucy. What love or money can do ſhall be done r = 
15 for all my comfort depends upon your — 


SCENE XIII. 


Lvcr, Ove: PoLLy. 
Polh. Where is my dear husband]: 
ever intended for his n=zck!——-'O let me throw my 


Wasa rope 1 5 


arms about it, and throttle thee with love! LG tn 


Jolt thou turn away from me ? — tis thy Polly— 
tis thy wife. 5 
Mach. Was ever ſuch an unfortunate raſcal as Lam! 

Lucy. Was there ever ſuch another villain! 
Polly. O Macheath! was it for this we parted! 
taken! impriſon'd! try'd ! hang'd ! ——<cruel reflec- 


tion! T'll Ray with thee till death —no force ſhall tear 


thy dear wife from thee now. What means my 
love? —not one kind word! not one kind look i think 
what thy Polly ſuffers to ſee thee in this condition. 
AIR XXXIV; All in the downs, Go. 
Thus when the ſwallow, feeking prey, 
Within the ſaſh is cloſely pent, 
His conſort, with bemoaning lay, 
Without fit ts pining for the event. 
_ Her chatt'ring lovers all around her ſkim; 
She heeds them not, (poor bird)her foul s with him. 
Mach. I muſt diſown her, LAlide.] The wench . 
diſtracted. 
Lucy. Am 1 then bilk'd of my virtue? can I have 
no reparation ? ſure men were horn to lye, and wo- 


men to believe them! O villain ! | villain ! 
D 3 Polly. 
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Polly. Am I not thy wife? thy negledi of me, thy 
averſion to me too ſeverely proves it look on me.— 
Tell me, am I not thy wife? 
Lucy. Perfidious wretch ! 
Polly. Barbarous husband! a 
Lucy. Hadſt thou been hang'd five months 280. L 
had been happy. 
Polly. And I too If you had been kind. to me 
"till 4 it would not have vex'd me — aud that's 
no very unreaſonable requeſt, (though from a wife) to 
a-man who hath not above ſeven or eight days to live, 
| Lucy, Art thou then married to anocher ? haitthog. Þ 
two wives, monſter ? 4 
Mach. It womens tongues can ceaſe for an an- 
ſwer hear me 
Lucy. Iwon't--fle ſli and blood can't bike my 1 
Polly. Shall I not claim my own? jultice bids me 
ſpeak. 
AIR xxxv. Have you heard of a frolickſome ditty. 
Mach. How happy could [ be with either, 
Were t'other dear charmer away ! 
But while you thus teaze me together, 
To neither a word will I fay ; ; 
But tol de rol, &c. | 
Polly. Sure, my dear, there ought to be ſome pre- 
ference ſhown to a wife! at leaſt ſhe may claim the ap- 
pearance of it, He muſt be diſtracted with his mis- 
fortunes, or he could not uſe me thus! | 
Lucy O villain, villain! thou haſt deceiv'd me 
J could even inform againſt thee with pleaſure. Not a 
prude withes more heartily to have facts againſt her in- 
timate acquaintance, than I now with to have facts 
againſt thee I would have her fatisfaQion, and they 
thould all out. Z 
„%%% % © - XXXVI, Triſh trot, 
Polly. Tam bubbled. 
Lucy. — Dm bubbled. 
Polly. On haw J am troubled ! 
Lucy Bambouzled, and bit! © 
Polly, — My diftreſſes are doubled. 


Luc * 
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Lucy When you come 10 the tree, ſhould the . 
refuſe, 
Theſe fingers, with pleaſure, could ſaſten the 2 
Polly. I' bubbled, &c. 
Mach Be pacified. my dear 6 is all a 
ſet ch of Polly's, to make me deſperate with you in caſe 
I get off. If J am hang'd, ſth+ would fain have the cre- 
dit of being thought my widow, —Really, Polly, this 
is no time for a diſpute of thus ſort; for whenever you. 
are talking of marriage, Il am thinking of hanging. | 
Polly. And haſt thou the heart to perſiſt in diſown- 
ing me? 
Mach. And haſt thou-the leert 10 perſiſt in per · 
ſuading me that I am married? Why, Polly, dolt 
thou ſeek to aggravate. my misfortunes ? 
Lucy. R eally, Miſs Peachum, you but expoſe your- 
| felf. Beſides, tis barbarous in you to worry a gen- 
Heinan in his circumſtances. 
AIR XXXVII. 
Polly, Ceaſe your Junning ; 
| Force or cunning 
Never ſhall my heart trepan: 
All theſe ſallies 
Are but malice 
To /educe my conſtant man, 
Ti moſt certain, 
By their flirting. 
Wonen o/t' have envy ſhown; 
Peas d to ruin 
Other wooing: 
Never happy in their an | 
Polli. Decency, madam, methinks might "wad 
you to behave yourſelf with ſome referve with the hui 
- band, while his wife is preſent. 
Mach, But ſeriouſly, Polly, this 1 is carrying the 
Joks 2 little too far. 
II. If you are determin'd, adam to . a 
diſturbance in the priton, I ſhall be oblig'd to ſend 
for the turnkey to ſhow you the door. I am ſorry, 
madam, you force me to be ſo ill-bred. 


P ally? 
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Polly. Give me leave to tell you, madam ; theſe. 
forward airs don't become you in the leaſt, madam, | 


And my duty, madam, obliges me to Ray with my 
husband, madam. _ 


AIR XXXVIII. Good- - morrow, gollip Joan. 
Lucy. Why how now, madam Flirt? 
If you thus muſt chatter ; 
And are for flinging dirt, 

Let's ys who beſt can m_ = f 
Madam Flirt. 5 
Polly. IV hy how now, ſaucy jade ; 

Sure the wench is tipfy!. 


How can you ſee me made {To him. 
e 3 
Saucy Ja de! . [Fo her. 


SCENE XIV. 


Luc, Macuearn, ii PEAc hun. 
Peach. Where's my wench? ah huſſy! huffy !-— 
1 some you home, you ſlut; and when your fellow is 
{ +Hang'd, hang yourſelf,. to make your family ſome 
amends, 
Polly. Dear, dear father, do not tear me "Wes him. 
—I muſt ſpeak; I have more to ſay to him—oh!_ 
twiſt thy fetters about me, that he may not haul me 
from thee ! 

Peach. Sure all women are alike ! If ever they com- 
mit the folly, they are ſure to commit another by ex- 
poſing themſelves - awa y not a word een are 
my priſoner now, huſſy. 


3 AIR xXxxIx. Triſh Howl. ? 
Polly. No power on earth can cer divide 
Tube knot that ſacred love hath ty'd. 
When parents draw againſt our mind, 
The true love's-knet they faſter bind. 
Ob, oh ray. oh amborah ob oh, &. 
— Wolding: Macheath, Peachum pulling her. 
__SCENE.:: 


Taz BEGGAR's OPERA. 


SCENE XV. 


'Lvev, MacnHraTtH. | | 
| Mach: Tam naturally compaſſionate, wife; ſo that 
I could not uſe the wench as the deſerv'd; which made 
you at firſt ſuſpect there was ſomething in what ſhe ſaid. 

Lucy. Indeed, my dear, I was ſtrangely puzzled... 
Mach. If that had been the caſe, her father would 
never have brought me into this circumſtance—No, 
Lucy,. —I had rather die than be falſe to thee. 

Lucy. How happy am I, if you ſay this from your 


heart! for I love thee fo, that 1 could ſooner bear o | 


lee thee hang'd than in the arms of another. 
Mach. But couldit thou bear to fee me bang'd? 
Lucy. O Macheath, I can never live to ſee that day. 
Mach. You ſee, Lucy; in the account of love ou 
are in my debt, and you mult now be convinc'd, that 
I zather chuſe to die than be another's. —- Make me, 
if poſſible, love thee more, and let me owe my life 
to thee, If you refuſe to aſſiſt me, Peachum and 
pour father will immediately put me beyond all means 
of eſcape. | 
Lucy. My father, I know, hath been drinking bard” 
with the priſoners; and [ fancy he is now taking his 
nap in his oπẽn room If [ can procure the a | 
ſhall I go off with thee. my dear? 
Mach. If we are together, *twill be iwpoſiible to lie 
conceal'd. As ſoon as the ſearch begins to be alittle cool, 
Iwill ſend to thee—'till then my heart is thy priſoner. 
Lucy. Come then, my dear husband— owe thy life 


to me—and though you love me not—be grateful— 


but that Polly runs in my head ftrangely. 


Mach. A moment of time may make us unhappy for. 
ever. 


x XL. The laſs of Patie' 8 mill. 

Lucy. I lite the fox ſhall grieve, 25 
IWhoſe mate hath left her 2 de, | 

Whom Pounds, rem morn to eve, 
Chaſe der the country wide, 


| i here 
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Mere can my lover hide? 
Where cheat the wary pack? 
Tf love be not his guide, 
He never will come bach * 


4A i. SCENE 1. 
8 C E N E Newgate, / 


8 Lockir, Lucy. 
Lock * 0 be ſure, wench, you muſt have been aid 7 
ing and abetting to help him to his eſcape, - 
"Sag Sir, here hath. been Peachum and his dau; h- 
ter Polly, and to be ſure they. know the way of New- - 
gate as well as they had been born and bred in the 
place all their lives. Why mult all your ſuſpicion _ 
light upon me! 
Lock. Lucy, Lucy, 1 will have 1 none of theſe ſhuf- 
fling anſwers. © 
Lucr, Well then If I know any thing of him, I 
wiſh 1 may be burnt! 
Lock. Keep your temper, taz or I ſhall pro- 
nounce you guilty.“ 
Lucy. Keep yours, fir —I do wiſh 1 may be burat.. 

I do—and what can I ſay. more to convince you? 
Lock Did he tip handſomely ?—how much did he 
come down with? come, huſſy, don't cheat your fa- 
ther; and I ſhall nor be angry with you—perhaps, 
you have made a better bargain with him than | could 
have done—how much, my good girl? | 
| Lucy. You know, Go. I am fond of him, and avs - 
have given him money to have kept him with me, - 
Lc Ah Lucy! thy education might have put thee | 
more upon thy guard; lar a girl i in the bar of an ale- 


| houſe is always beſieg'd. 


Lucy, Dear fir, mention not my education—for | 
*twas to that I awe my ruin. 

AIR XLI. If love's a 8 paſſion, Ge. 

en young at the bar you firſt taught me to ſcore, 

And bid ms be free of my lips, and no more ; 
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Ia Riſs'd by the parſon. the ſquire, and the ſot, 

Il ben the gueſt was departed. the kiſs was forgot. 

But his kiſs was ſo ſaueet, and ſo cloſely he 25 
That 1 languiſb d and pin d till I granted the reft. 


If you can forgive me, fir, I will make a fair confeſ- 
Fon, for to be ſure he hath been a molt barbarous vil- 
lain to me. 

Lock. And ſo e let him eſcape, huſy—have 

you ? 

Lucy. When a woman loves; a kind look, a ten- 
der word can perſuade her to any ching and I could 
aſk no other bribe, 

Lock Thou wilt always be a vulgar flut, Lucy. 
If you would not be look'd upon as a fool, ycu 
mould never do any thing bur upon the foot of inte- 


reſt Thoſe that act otherwile are their own bubbles, 0 


Lucy. But love. fir, is a misfortune that may ha p- 
pen to the moſt diſcreet woman, and in love we are all 
tools alike.— Notwithſtanding all he ſwore, I am now 
fully convinc'd that Polly Peachum is actually bis 
wife. Did Ile him eſcape, (fool that I was to 
go toher ? —Polly will wheedle herſelf into his money, 
and then Peachum will hang him, and cheat us both. 
Lock Sol am to be ruin'd, becauſe, torſooth, you 
muſt be in love —a very pretty excuſe! 
Lucy. I could murder that impudent happy ſtrum- 
pet: —I gave him his life, and that creature enjoys 
the ſweets of it —Ungrateful Macheath! | 
AIR XLIl. South-ſea Ballad. 
My love is all madneſs and . | 

Alone Ihe, PTE 

5 Toſs, tumble, and cry, 

What a happy creature is Polly! © 
as &er ſucb a wretch au! 

With rage | redden like ſcarlet, 

That my dear inconflant varlet, 

Star A blin1 to my charms, 
Is loſt in the arms © 


.Of that ñqilt, that inveigling ard: 


Stark 
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Stark blind to my charms, 
Is loft in the arms 
C\ that jilt, that inveigling harlot ! 
\ This, this my reſentment alarms. 
Lock. And fo, after all this milchief, I mut ſtay 
here to be entertain'd with your catterwauling, miſ- 


treſs Puſs !—Out of my ſight, wanton ſtrumpet! you 


ſhall faſt and mortiſy yourſelf into reaſon, with now 
and then a little handiome EſEIPARE | to bring you to 


Four ſenſes G0. 


F SCENE A 


Lock. 

8 chen intends to ontwit me in this affair: 
but L'Il be even with him — Fhe dog is leaky in his 
liquor, fo [ll ply him that way, get the ſecret from 
him, and turn this affair to my own advantage. 


Lions, wolves, and vultures don't live together in 


herds, droves or flocks. —Of all animals of prey, man 
is the only ſociable one. Every one of us preys upon 
his neighbour. and yet we herd together —Peachum 
is my companion, my friend According to the cuſtom 
of the world, indeed, he may quote thouſands of pre- 
cedents for cheating me—and ſhall not I make ule of 


the privilege of friendſhip to make him a return ? 


AIR XLII. Packingron' s Pond. 
Thus gameſlers united in friendſhip are found, 
Though they know that their induſtry all is a cheat ; 
They Hoc k to their prey at the dice-box's ſound, 
And join ti promote one another's deceit. 
But if by miſhap _ 
They fail of a chap, 

To keep in their hands. they each other entrap : | 
Like pikes, lank with hunger, who miſs of their TY 
They bite their anon. and prey on their friends, | 


Now, Peachum, you and I, like honeſt tradeſmen, 
are to have a fair trial which of v us two can over - reach 
g the 
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the other —Lucy.—{[ Enter Lacy] Are there any of 
Peachum's eopla now in the houſe? _ 
Lacy, Filch, fir, is drinking a quartern of ſtrong- 
waters in the next room with black Moll, | 

Lock, Bid him come to me. 


SCENE UI. 


\ ar FiLI on. 

Lock. Why, boy, thou lookeſt as if thou wert © half | 
tarv'd; like a ſhotten herring 
Fitch. One had need have the conſtitution of a horſe 
to go through the buſineſs —Since the tavourite child- 
getter was diſabled by a miſhap, I have pick'd up a lit- 
tle money by helping the ladies to a pregnancy againſt 
their being call'd down to ſentence. —But if a man 
cannot get an honeſt livelihood any eaſier way. I am 
ſure 'tis what I can't undertake for another ſefſion. 
Lock Truly, if that great man ſhould tip off, 
*twould be an irreparable loſs. The vigour and 


> proweſs of a knighr-errant never ſav d half the ladies 


in diſtreſs that he hath done —But, boy, canſt thou 
tell me where thy maſter is to be found? _ | 
Filch At his + lock, ſir, at the Crooked Billet, 
Leck Very well —l have nothing more with yon. 
[Exit Filch, | I'll go to him there. for I have many 
important affairs to ſettle with him; and in the way 
of thoſe traniactions, I'll artfully get into his ſecret, 
80 that Macheath ſhall not remain a Gay. longer 
out of my clutches. HRS LEY | 


8 CE N E Iv. A Griog-h 123 


| Macnzarh ina fe tarniſh'd coat, Bex geber, 
8 . : MATT of the MiuT 
Mach, 1 am ſorry, gentlemen, the road was hs 
barren of money, When ny friends are in difficul- 
| Lies, 


+ A cant word, Grnifyi ing, a wat rchouſe where golen ods are 
de poi ed. 
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ties, 1 amalways glad that my ſortunè can be ſervice- 
able to them, ¶ Gives tbem money.] You lee, gentle- 
men, | am nat a meer court friend, who profelles e- 


very thing, and will do nothing. 
AIR XLIV. | Lillibullero. 


The modes of the court ſo common are grown, 
That a true friend can hardly be met ; 
Friendſhip fer -intereſt is but a loan, 
hich they let out for what they « can get. 
' . *Tis true, you find | 
Some friends fo kind, 
Who will give you good counſel themſelves ves to yo: 
In {ſorrow ul ditty, 
They promiſe. they pity, 
But fhift you for money, from friend to friend. 


But we, gentlemen, have ſtill honour enough to 
break through the corruptions of the world. — And 
while 1 can ſerve you, you may command me. : 
Bex. It grieves my heart that ſo generous a man 
ſhould be involv'd in ſuch difficulties, as oblige him 
| to! live with ſuch ill company, and herd with gameſters. 
Matt. See the partiality of mankind!—one man may 
ſteal a horſe, better than another look over a hedge 
—Of all mechanics, of all ſervile handicrafts- men, a 
gameſter is the vileſt. But yet, as many of the qua- 
lity are of the profeſſion, he is admitted amongſt the 
politeſt company. I wonder we are not more reſpected. 

Mach. There will be deep play to-night at Mary- 
| bone, and conſequently money may be pick'd up upon 
the road. Meet me there, and Þ'll ou you the hint 
who is worth ſetting, 

Matt. The fellow with a brown coat with a nar- 
row gold binding, I am od, is never without mo- 
ney. : 

Mach, What do you mean, Matt 3 you will . 
not think of meddling with him! he's a good honeſt 
kind of a fellow, 82 | one of us. 

Ben, To be ſure, fir, we will put ourſelves under 
your direction, | | 

Mach: 


* 


Tus BEGOARS OPERAS, $i 


Mach. Have an eye upon the money lender 
A rouleau, or two, would prove 2 pretty fort of an 


expedition. I hate extortion. 


Matt. Thoſe roulean's are very ptetty things 


I hate your bank bills, —There i 1s fuck a hazard in hy 


putting them eff. 


Mach There is a certain matt of distinction, who 


in his time hath nick d me out of a great deal of che 
ready. He is in my caſh, Ben; — Il point him out 


to you this evening, and you thall draw upon him for 


the debt.— The reg are niet; | hear the dice- box 


in the other room. So, gentlemen, your ſervant. 
You'tt- meet me at Marybone. 1985 


scEN E v. Prachrux's Lock. 
A table with wine, brandy, pipes and tobacco. 


Pracnun,. Locxix. N 


Lock The corbnation account brother 8 15 


of ſo intricate a nature, chat 1 believe it * never be 
| ſettled, | 


Peach. It conſiſts indeed of i a great variety of arti- | 


cles.—It was worth to our people, in fees of differ- 


ent kinds, above ten inſtalments. — This is part of the 


account, brother, that lies open before us. 


Lock. A lady's tail of rich brorade—that, T fee, i Bi” 


diſpos'd of. 
Peach. To Mrs Diana Tra; es, the tally-woman, 


and ſhe will make a good hand on't in ſhoes and ſlip- 
pers, to trick out young ladies, von their going | into 


keeping. 
Lock. But I don't ſee any article of che jewels. 8 


Peach. Thoſe are ſo well known, that they 297 ? 


x 


be ſent abroad you'll find them enter'd under the 


article of exportation.—_As for the fauff-boxes, 


Watches, ſwords, Cc —1 thought it beſt to enter 


them under their ſeveral heads. 
Lock. Seven and twenty womens pockets FOOT EA : 
E 2 with 
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with the ſeveral things therein contain'd ; all ſeal'd, 
number'd, and enter C. 

Peach But, brother, it is impoſſible for us now to 
enter upon this affair. We ſhould have the whole cay 
before us —Befides. the account of the laſt half- year's 
plate is in a book by itſelf, which lies at the other office. 
Lock. Bring us then more liquor.— To day ſhalt 
de for pleaſure—to-morrow for buſineſs.— Ah bro- 

ther, thoſe daughters of ours are too ſlippery huſ- 
ties—keep a watchful eye upon Polly. and Mackeath. 
in a day or two ſhall be our own again. 


AIR XLV. Down i in the north country, ” 
Lock What gudgeons are we men! 
_Ev'ty woman's eaſy prey: 
_ Though we have felt the hook, agen 
Ie bite and they betray. | 
The bird that hath been ads; > 
When be hears his calling mate, 
To her he flies, again he's clapt 
Within the wiry grate, 


Peach. But what ſignifies 8 the bind. if your. 
Lucy will ſet open the door of the cage? 
Loc. It men were anſwerable for the follies and 
frailties of their wives and daughters, no friends 
could keep a good correſpondence together for two. 
days,— This is unkind of you, brother; for among 
good friends, what they ſay or do goes for nothing. 
| : Enter a Servant. | 
Serv. Sir, vere's Mrs Diana T rapes wants to ſpeak | 
with you. 
Peach. Shall we admit her, beotker Lockit? _ 
Lock. By all means —She s a good cuſtomer, and 
a fine ſpoken woman—and a woman who drinks and 
_ talks ſo ſreely, will enliven the converſation. 
Peach, Deſire her to walk i in. : 
[Exit Servant. 


SCENE 


SCENE Vi. 


Panenda,. Pg Mrs TxAPES, | 
Peach. Dear Mrs Dye, your ſervant——-one may 
know by your kiſs, that your g ginn is excellent. 
Trapes. 1 was always very curious in my liquors, 
Lock. There is no perfum'd breath like it I have 
been long NN with the flavour of thoſe lips 
han't I, Mrs Dye ? Dy 
Trapes. Fill it up.—1I take as wenge draughts of 
liquor, as I did of love. —1 hate a flincher in either. 


AIR XLVI. A Shepherd kept ſheep, . 
In the days of my youth I could bill like a dove, fa, la, &c. 
Lie a ſparrow at all times was ready for love, fa, la, &c. 
The life of all mnrtats in liſſing ſhould paſs, _ 
Zip _ while we're young--then the lip to the glaſſi, fa, &e. 


But now, Mr Peachum, to our buſiveſs—if you have 


| blacks of any kind, brought in of late; mantoes— 


velvet ſcatfs—petticoats—het it de what it will 
lam your Nr all my ladies are very fond 0 
mournin Bs 
Peach. Why, look ye, Mrs Dye—you deal fo hard 
with us, that we can afford to give the gentlemen, who - 


venture their lives for the goods, little or nothing, 


Trapes. The hard times oblige me to go very near 
in my de ENTS be fure, of late years, I have-been. 
a great ſufferer the parliament. — Three thouſand 
pounds would ha Iy make me amends. The act 

1or deſtroying the mint, was a fevere cut upon our 
buſineſs.— Till then, if a euſtomer ſtept out of tlie 
way ve knew where to have her—no\ doubt you 

| know Mrs Coaxer---there's a wench now (till to day 

with a good ſuit of cloaths of mine upon her back, 
and I could never ſet eyes upon her for three months 
together. — Since the act too againſt impriſonment 
for mall gm my loſs there too hath been very con- 
id srable, and i muſt be fo, when a lady can borrow 
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à handſome petticoat, or a clean gown, and I not 
have the leaſt hank upon her! and, o' my conſcience, 


now-a-days, moſt ladies take a delight in cheating, 


when they can do it with ſafety, 


Peach, Madam, you had a handſome cold watch 
of us t'other day tor ſeven guineas. —Confidering we 


muſt have our profit—to a gentleman upon the road, 


a gold watch will ſcarce be worth the taking. 
Trap, Conſider, Mr Peachum, that watch was re- 

markable, and not of very ſafe ſale. If you have any 

black velvet winter ſcarfs they are a handſome winter 


wear; and take with molt gentlemen who deal-with 


my cu iſtomers — Tis LU that put the ladies upon a good. 


foot, Tis not youth or beauty that fixes their price, 


The gentlemen always pay according to their dreſs, 
irom half a crown to two guineas; and yet thoſe huſſies 
make nothing of bilking of me.—Then too, allowing 
for accidents, I have eleven fine cuſtomers now down 
under the ſurgeon's hands, —what with fees and o- 


ther expences, there are great goings-out, and no 
comings-in, and not a tarthing to pay for at leaſt a 


month's clothing, We run great lane. great 
riſques indeed; 


Peach. As I remember, you ſaid ſomething juſt now 
of Mrs Coaxer, 


Trap. Yes, fir. Tro be ſure I ſtript her of a ſuit 


of my own cloaths about two.hours ago; and have 


left her as ſhe ſhould be, in her ſhift, with a lover of 
Hers at my houſe, —She call'd him up ſtairs, as he was 
going to Marybone in a hackney coach, 


And L 
hope, for her own ſake and mine, ſhe will perſuade 


the captain to redeem her, for the captain 1s very ge” 
nerous to the ladies, 


Lock. What captain ? | 

Trop. He thought I did not know Un intt- 
mate acquaintance of yours, Mr Peachura—only o9p- 
tain Macheath— as ſine as a lord. 


Peach. To- morrow, dear Mrs D ye, you ſnall ſet 


your own price upon any of the goods you like we 


have a: lcalt half a dozen velvet (carls, and all ac 
vour 
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your ſervice. Will give me leave to make. you a pre- 
ſent of this ſuit of night- cloaths for your own wear- 
ing? — But are you fure it is captain Macheath ? _ 
Trap. Though he thinks I have forgot him; 
body knows him better. I have taken a great tea 
of the captain's money in my time at ſecond hand, 
for he always lov'd to have his ladies well dreſt, 
Peach. Mr Lockit and I have a little buſineſs with 
the captain; you underſtand . we will ſa- 
tisfy you for Mrs Coaxer's debt. | 


Lick, Depend upon 1 it— we will deal lie men of ho- 

nour. 

Trap, 1 don't enquire aſter your a what- 

ever happens, I waſh my hands on't.—lt hath always 
been my waxim, that one friend ſhould aſſiſt another. 

— But if you pleaſe—T']] take one of the ſcarfs home 

with me. *Tis dun good to have ſomething in hand, 


SCENE. VII. . 


1 | 
Jealouſy, rage, love and fear are at once tearing 


me to pieces, Row TI am w eather- beaten and nat 
ter 'd with diſtreſſes! 


Al R XLVII. One evening. 7 a loſt wy way, Ec e. 
Im like a [iff en the ocean toff, 
New high, now low, with each billow born. 
With her rudder broke, and her anchor loft, 
Deſerted and all forlorn, _ : 
While thus I lie rolling and toſſing. all night, 
That Polly lies ſhorting on ſeas of mo Ly 


Revenge, revenge, revenge, 


Shall appeaſe my reftle/, Mus, 


I have the rats bane 8 IU run no riſque; for x 

can lay her death upon the ginn, and ſo many die of 
that naturally that I thall never be call'd in queſtion, 
— But fay, 15 were to be hang'd—1 never could be 


hang d. 
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5 hang'd for any thing chat would give me greater. 
comfort, than the poiſoning that flut., 

f Enter Fires, 

Fileh. Madam, here's our Miſs Polly come to wait 

upon you. | | | | 

Lucy, Show her in. 


--  _$CiENE vit. 


. "TOPS 
Lucy. Dear madam, your ſervant.—I debe you 
will pardon my paſſion, when I was ſo happy to ſee 
you laſt. I was ſo over-run with the ſpleen, that I 
_ was perſectly out of mylelt. And really when one 
hath the ſpleen, very thing 1 is to be excus'd by a 
friend. = 
A [ R XLVIII. Now, W I'll tell thee, becauſe 
| thou'rt my ſon. 
When a wife's in her put, 
(As ſhe's ſometimes 19 doubt J 
The good husband as meek as a lamb, 
Her vapours till, 
Fri grants her her will, 
And the quieting draught is a dram. 
Poor man! and the quieting draught i is aden. 


—1 with all our l might have ſo comfortable: A 
reconciliation. 
Polly. J have no excuſe for my own behaviour, 
_ madam, but my misfortunes, —And . madam, 
I fuffer too upon your account. 
lucy. But Miſs Polly—in the way of friendſhip, 
will you give me leave to ropes a glaks of cordial 
to you? 
Polly Strong waters are apt to give me the head - 
ach —1 hope, madam, you will excuſe me. 55 
Lucy. Not the g greateſt lady in the land- could have 
better in her cloſet, tor her owa private drinking.— 
You ſeem mighty low in ſpirits, my dear, 
Polly, I. am forry, madam, my health will not 
allow / 
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allow me to accept of your offer —1 ſhould not have 
lef you in the rude manner I did when we met laſt, 
madam, had not my papa haul'd me away ſo unex- 
pectedly —[ was indeed ſomewhat provok d, and per- 
haps might uſe ſome expreſſions that were direſpect- 
ful. — But really, madam, the captain treated me 
with ſo much contempt and cruelty. that I delerv d 
your pity, rather than your-re{entment. 

Lucy. But fince his eſcape, no doubt, all matters 
are made up again — Ah Polly Polly! 'tis I am the 
_ unhappy wiſe ; and he loves you as it you were only 
his miſtrels 5 „„ I In 

Polly. Sure, madam, you cannot think me ſo hap- | 
Py as to be the object of your jealouſy, —A. man is 
always afraid of a woman who loves him too well— 
ſo that I muſt expect to be neglected and avoided. 

Lucy. Then our caſes, my dear Polly, are exactly 
alike Both of us indeed have been too fond. 


AIR XLIX. O Beſſy Bell, &c. 
Polly. A curſe attends that woman's love, 
3 Who always would he pleaſing. 
Lucy. The pertneys of the billing dove, 

iS Like tickling, is but tcazing, 

Polly. What ther in love can woman do? 
Lucy. If we grow fond they ſhun us. 
Polly. And when we fly them, they purſue, 
| Lucy, But leave us when they've won us. 


Lucy. Love is ſo very whimſical in both ſexes, that 
it is impoſlible to be laſting. But my heart is parti- 
cular, and contradicts my own obſervation.  _ 
Polly, But really, Miſtreſs Lucy, by bis laſt be- 
haviour, I think I ought to envy you. — When I was 
forc'd from him, he did not ſhew the leaſt tender- 


1 2 nels. —Put perhaps, he hath a heart not capable of it. 


AIR L. Would fate to me Belinda give 
Among the men c:quets we find, | 
Who court by turns all woman-kind ; 


Aud 
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And we grant all their hearts deſir d. 
"FO they are . d, and adi. d. 


The coquets of both ſexes are ſelf. overs, and that is ; 
a love no other whatever can diipoſſ:ts. I fear, my -. 
dear Lucy, our huſband is one of thoſe. 

Lucy. Away with theſe” melancholy reflections,.— 
indeed, my dear Polly, we zre-both of us à cup too 
low,—Let me prevail upon you, to e of my offer. 


AIR LI. Come, ſweet laſs, G2. 

Come, faveer lass, Tr 
| Let's banihh jorrow 
Till to-morrow ; 

Come, feet laſs, 

Let s take a chirping Bae” 
Wine can clear 
The vapour of deſpair ; 
And make us light as air; 


Then drink; and baniſh care. 


I can't bear, child, to fre you in ſuch low ſpirits — 
And I muſt perſuade yon to what I know will do you 
good I ſhall now foon be even with the hypoeriti- 
cal ſtrampet, C4 de. 


980 EN E 1X, 


Porr v. 5 
poſh An this wheedling of Lucy cannot be for 
nothing. — At this time too hen I know ſhe hates 
me! the diſſembliig of a woman is always the fore- 
runner of miſchief. — By pouring ſtrong waters down 
my throat, the thinks o pump ſome ſecrets out of me. 

Ihe upon my yvard, and won't taſte a drop of 
wer liquor, P m reſalu d. 


SCENE 
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SCENE X. 


-: Evers with ftirong- Waters, . Porxv. 
Iucy Come, Mits Pollly 


Polly. Indeed, child, you have giv'n reef trouble 


wto no purpoie.—You muſt, my dear, excuſe me. 
Lucy Really, Mits Polly, you are ſo ſqueamiſhly 


affected about taking a cup of ſtrong waters as a lady 
defore company. I vow, Polly, I thall take it mon- 


ſtroufly ill, if you refuſe me. Brandy and men (tho 
women love them never ſo well) are always taken by 
ns with {ome reluctance—unleſs tis in private. 

Polly. I proteſt, madam, it goes againlt me. 


What do I ſee ! Macheath again in cuſtody !—now 


every glimm'ring of happineis i is loſt. 


[ Drops the glaſs of liquor on the 1 


Lucy. Since things are thus, I'm glad the wench 
hath eſcap'd : for by this event, 'tis plain, ſhe was 
not happy enough to deſer ve to be * 


SCENE XI. 


Lacie: Macuneth, 1 Lucy, EY 
Lock. Set your heart to reſt, captain. Lou have 
neither the chance of love or money for another e- 


fcape,—for you are order'd to be l d down upon 


Jour trial immediately. 


Peach Away, huſlies b 18 not a time for a 


man to be hamper'd with his wives—You lee. the 
gentleman i 1s in chains already. 


Lacy. O huſband, huſband, my heart long'd te N 


ſee thee; kw to ſee thee thus diſtracts me! 


Polly, Will not my. dear husband look upon his 


Pe. iy? why hadſt thou not flown to me for enk 
| wich me thou hadſt been lafe. 


AIR LII, The laſt time I came o'er the moor. 
Fe. . Hitter, dear husland, turn your eyer. 
Tue. %) Heſtowuo one glance to chear me. 


- Polly. 


— — . — — — 
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Polly. Think with that look, thy Polly diet. 
Lucy, O. ſhun me not—but hear ne. 

Polly. 777 Polly ſues. | 
Lucy. *Tis Lucy ſpeaks. 

Polly. Ir thus true love reguitted? 
Lucy. My heart is burſting. 
Polly, — Mine too breaks. 

Lucy. Mat | 
Polly. Muſt 1 be lighted Pt: 

Mach. What would you have me fay, ladies 7— 
you ſee, this affair will ſoon be at an end, without 
my diſobliging either of you. | 

Peach. But the ſettling this point, captain, might 
prevent a law-ſurt between your two widows, 
AIR LIII. Tom Tinker's my true love. 
Mach IWhich way ſhall T turn me, how can decide? 

Wives, the day of our death, are as fond ara bride. 
Dune wife is too much for moſt husbands to hear, 
But two at a time there's no mortal can bear. 

| This way. and that way and which way I will, 
What would comfort the one, . other wife would 
_ take ill. 

Polly. But if his own misfortunes have ads bins 
inſenſible to mine—a father ſure will be more compaſ- 
ſionate— dear, dear fir, fink the material evidence, 
and brin "9g off at his e upon her knees 
begs it o 
AL R "LV I am a poor ſhepherd undone, 

.. When my bers in court appears, 

| And ſtands arraign'd ſor his life ; 
-Thea think of poor | 'olly' eat,; 
er ah! poor Polly's his wife. 

| Like the ſailor he bolds up hand, 

Diftreſt on the daſhing wave ; 

To die a dry death at land _ 

1s as bad as a watry grave. 

. * alas. poor Polly! 
 Alack and well a day! 

Before I was in love, 


04 ! every month was May. 


Lacy. 
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Lucy. If Peachum's heart is harden'd ; ſure you, 
fir will have more compaſſion on a daughler. —] know 
the evidence is in your power. — How then can you be 
a tyrant to me? [ Kneeling. 


: A TR LV. Tanthe the lovely, GSW. 
When he holds up his hand arraign'd for his life, 
O think of your daughter, and think Im his wife! 
| What are cannons, or bombs, or claſhing of ſwords ? 
For his death is more certain by witneſſes words. 
Then nail up their lips; that dread thunder allay; 
And each month of my life will hereafter be May. 


Lock. Macheath's time is come, Lucy. We know 
Sur own affairs, therefore let us s have no more whim- 
bering or whining. 1 


AIR LVI. A Cobler there was, Sc. | 
Ourſelves, like the great, to ſecure a retreat, 
When matters require it, muſt give up our oy + 

And good reaſon why, 

Or, in/ſead of the fry, 
Ev Peathum and I. 
Like poor petty rajcals, might hang, hang; 
Like poor petty raſcals, might hang, 


Peach. Set your heart at reſt, Polly,—Your huf. 
band is to die to day.—Therefore, if you are not al- 
ready provided, 'tis high time to look about for ano- 
ther. There's comfort for you, you ſlut. 
5 Lock, We are ready, ſir, to conduct you to the 01d 
aily, 
AIR LVII. Bonny Bunke 
Nach. The charge is prepar d, the lawyers are met, 
| The judges all rang d. (a terrible ſhow! * 38 
Igo, undiſmay d. — For death is a debt, 
A debt on demand. So, take what I owe. 
Then farewell. my love—dear charmers, adier, 
Contented I die—'tis the better for yon. 
Here ends all diſpute the reſt of our lives, 
For this way at once [ pleaſe all my wives. 
Now, gentlemen, I am ready to attend you. 


F —_ SCENF. 
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CE NE XII. 
oer, FOLLY, ien, 5 
Polly. Follow them, Filch, to the court. And 
when the trial is over, bring me a particular account 
of his behaviour, and of every thing that happen'd. 
— You'll find me here with Miſs Lucy, [ Ex, Filch.} 
But why is all this muſic? 


Lucy. The priſoners, whoſe trials are put of till 
next ſeſſion, are diverting themſelves. 


Polly. Sure there is nothing ſo charming as muſic ! 
P m fond of it to diſtraction but alas !—now, all 
mirth ſeems an inſult upon my affliction, Let us re- 
tire, my dear Lucy, and indulge our ſorrows, — The 
noiiy crew, you ſee, are coming upon us. [Exe 

A Wane of pr Yoners in chains, RC. 


SCENE XIII. 


: The condemn'd hold, 
Macnearh, in a melancholy poſture. 
AIR LVIII. Happy groves. 
O cruel, cruel, cruel caſe! 
Muft I ſuffer this diſgrace © 
A IR LIX. Of all the girls that are ſo ſmart. 
Of all the friends in ties of grizf, 
Ji ben threatning death loo grimmer, 
Not one [o ſure can bring relief} | 1 
As. this beſt friend. a briimer. [Drinks. 
AIR LX. Britons {trike- home. 0 
Since I muſt Frag; —1 e 1 25 -orn to ewince or whine, 
Ries. | 
5 . Chevy Chaſe. 
But now again my ſpirits fink ; 
L£ {l raiſe them high with auine. Drinks a glass of wine. 
AIR LXII. To old Sir Simon che King. 
But valour the Aronger grows, 
The flronger liquor we're drinting. 
And how can we feel our woes. @ 


ben we've * the trouble of hinting 7 (Drinks. 
AIR 
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5 AIR LXIII Joy to great S 
If thus a man can die | 
Much bolder with br andy, 
| [Pours out a bumper of brandy. 


AIR LXIV. There was an old woman. 
Sol drink off this humper — 4nd now I can ſtand the teſt, 
And my comrades ſhall ſee, that I die as brave as thebeſt. 
Drinks. 


All I R LXV. Did you ever hint of a gallant Sailor. 


But caa I leave my pretty huſſies, 
Without one tear, or tender f 4 gh: * 


AIR LXVI. Why are mine eyes Rill flowing. 
Their eyes, their lips, their buſſes | 
Recall my love. 4h muſt 1 die! 


AIR LXVII. Green Sleeves, 
Since laws are made for ev'ry degree. 
To curb vice in others, as wetl as me, 
1 wonder we han't better company, 
Upon Tyburn tree! 
But gold rem law can take out the Hing: 
And if rich men like us were to ſwing 
 *Tavould thin the land, e numbers to ring. 
Upon Tyburn tree! 


Tailor, Some friends of yours, captain, deſire to 
be admitted. 1 leave you een TINGS « 


SCENE XIV. 


Michiaarn, BEN BU DGE, Marr of the Ms: 
Mach. For my having broke priſon, you ſee, gen- 
tlemen, I'm order'd immediate execution — The 
ſheriff 's officers, [ believe, are now at the door. That 
Jemmy Twitcher ſhould peach me, I own ſurpris'd _ 
me !—'Tis a plain proof that the world is all alike, 
and that ev'n our gang can no more truſt one ano- 
ther than other people. herefore, I beg you, gen- 
PE F 2 | deten, 


— — — * — Ho non mo A 
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tlemen, look well to yourſelves, for in all FERANnry 
you may live ſome months longer. 

Matt. We are heartily forry, captain, for your 
misfortune. —But 'tis what we muſt all come to. 

Mach. Peachum and Lockit, you know are infa- 
mous ſcoundrels Their lives are as much in your 
power, as yours are in theirs. Remember your dy- 
ing friend !—'tis my laſt requeſt.— Bring thoſe vil- 
lains to the gallows before you, and Lam latisfied. 

Matt, We ll do't. 

Jailor. Miſs Polly and Miſs Lucy intreat a word 
with you 

Mach. Gentlemen, adieu. 


SCENE xv. 


Lucy, 8 PoLLy. 

Mach. My dear Lucy—my dear Polly—whatfoever 
hath paſt between us is now at an end. — If you are 
fond of marrying again, the beſt advice I can give you, 

is to ſhip yourſelves off for the Weſt-Indies, where 
you'll have a fair chance of getting a huſband apiece 
or by good luck, two or three, as you like beſt. 
Polly. How can I ſupport this fight! _ 


Lucy, There is nothing moves one ſo much as & 


| great man in diſtreſs. 


AIR LXVIII. All you * mult take a leap, Se, 

Lucy. Would I might be hang'd! | 

| Polly. And I would jo tog! 

Lucy. To be hang'd with you. 

Polly. My dear, with you. 

Mach. O leave me to thought ! 1 fear! I doubt! 
3 tremble ! I droep !—ſee my courage is out. 

Turns up the ng ae bottle. 


| Polly. No akon if love ? 
5 Mach. — See, my courage is out. 


| 6 [Turys u the empt ot. 
Luey. No token ef love ? P TP 
Polly, Adieu. | 175 


Lucy. 
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Lucy, —— Farewell. 
Mach. Bur hark! 1 hear the toll of the Bell. 
Chorus. Tol de rel lol, &c. | 
Zailor. Four women more, capiain, with a child 
apicec ! ſee, here they come. 
Enter women and children, 
Mach. What-four wives more !—this is too much, 
—Here—tell the ſheriff's officers I am ready. 
LH Macheath guarded. 


SCENE xVI. 


| To them, enter PLAYER and BEGGAR. 
Play. But, honeſt friend, I hope you don't intend 
Fu Macheath thall be really executed. 
. Moſt certainly, fir. — To make the piece per- 
Fe 5 was for doing ſtrict poetical juſtice. Mac- 
heath is to be hang'd ; and for the other perſonages 
of the drama, the audience muſt have ſuppes d they = 
were all either hang'd or tra niported, 
Play. Why then friend this is a down right deep 
tragedy, The cataſtrophe is maniteſtly wrong, for 
an opera muſt end happily. | 
Beg. Your objection, fir, is very juſt; uud is eaſi- 
ly remov'd. For you muſt allow. that in this kind 
of drama, 'tis no matter how abſurdly things are 
brought about. So—you rabble there—run and 
cry a  reprieve—Let the priſoner be brought back to 
his wives in triumph. 
Play. All this we muſt do, to comply with the 
taſte of the town. 
Beg. Through the whole piece you may oblerve 
ſuch a ſimilitude of manners in high and low life, that 
it is difficult to determine whether (in the faſhionable 
vices) the fine gentlemen imitate the gentlemen of 
the road. or the gentlemen of the road the fine gentle- 
men. — Had the play remain'd, as | at firit intended, 
it would have carried a moſt excellent moral. Tw ould. 
have ſhown that the lower fort of people have their 
5 vices 
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vices in a degree as well as the rich: and that they 
are puniſhed for them. | 


To them, MacutarTH with rabble, &c. 

Mach. So it ſeems, | am not left to my choice, 
but mult have a wife at laſt. Look ye, my dears, we 
will have no controverſy now Let us give this day 
to mirch, and I am ture ſhe who thinks herſelf my 
wife will teſtify her joy by a dance. 

All, Come, a dance a dance. 

Mach Ladies 1 hope you will give me leave to 
| Preſent a partner to each of you. And. (if J may 
Without offence) for this time, I take Polly for mine, 

 —Aqnd for life, you ſlui,—for we were really marry d. 


— for the reſl. But at preſent 1 your Own * 


A D A N 0 E. 
: AIR LXIX Lumps of pudding, Sc. 

Thus I tand like the Turk, with his doxtes around; 
From all ſides their glances his paſſion confound ; 
For black, brown. and fair, his incon/tancy burns, 
And ihe different beauties ſubdue him by turns. 
Each calls forth her charms, to provoke his deſires : 

Though willing to all: with but one be retires. 

But think of this maxim, and put off your ſorrow, 

The wretch of to-day, may be happy to-morrow, © 

Chorus. But think of this maxim, &. 


6 


\ 


1 0x 


+ 


N e the tune of, Sally in our Alley. 


\F all the toaſts that Britain boaſts, 

A J The jim, the gent, and jolly, 

The brown, the fair, the debonair b 
There's none cry'd up like Polly. 

She has charmed the town, and gum cut — 9 
Ihe opera of Rolli:  _ 

| Go where you will, the ſubje& ſtill 

| is pretty, pretty Polly. 


Foir'p Madam Fuſtina, Catſo, 
And eke Madam Cuzzoni ; 
| Likewiſe mynheer Senifino, 
And tuti abandon: : 
| Ha, ha, ha, ha, do re me fa, 
4 Are all but farce and folly; | 
* We're raviſh'd all with toll, toll, toll, 
And pretty, pretty Polly. 


Tun ſons of bays, in lyric "OY 
Sound forth her frame in print—s ; 
And as we paſs in frame and glaſs, 
We ſee her mezzo- tinto. 


In 


68 A SONG on PoLLyY Peacuvn. 


In Tvy-lane the city ſtrain 
Is now no more on Dolly; 
And all the brights at Man's and White's, 
Ot nothing prat but Polly. 


On Johny Gay! thy lucky play 
Has made the criticks grin—1; 
They cry, *tis flat, tis this and that: 
But let them laugh that win — a. 
I ſwear Parbleu, 'tis naif and new, 
TH nature ſhews but tolly ; 
Thou 'as lent a ſtitch to fate of Rich, 
And ſet up Madam Polly. 


Wurrt Plenepo- s and ſhining beaus 
Met, to compoſe all Europe, 
To Soiſſon our Polly's gone, 
Mew lovers to allure up. 
© lovely Maid! lend all thy aid, 
That Frencii ard Germans jol! 3 
And Spaniard four, may own the power 
Of Britain's pretty Polly. 


der nen ſair, beware, beware, 
Nor toy with Fleece or Garter ; 
Fine cloaths may hide a foul inſide, 
And you may catch a Tartar. 
If powder'd fop blow up your ſhop, 
, ill make you melancholy, 
Then left forlorn, the beaus will ſcorn ; a 
Alas! alas! ue Polly, | 


3. 


